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3n  tfte  Jungles 


I  shall  never  forget  those  three  long  days.  How  could  I?  The  roar  of 
the  thunder,  the  fright,  the  life  in  the  jungle,  and  the  rescue,  seem  to  me 
like  a  dream  of  last  night. 

My  father,  a  man  of  about  forty,  was  an  ivory  hunter.  Our  home  was 
in  the  little  town  of  York.  I  was  about  fifteen  years  old.  Many  a  time  I 
had  begged  my  father  to  give  me  permission  to  accompany  him  on  one  of 
his  hunts,  for  I  had  ever  loved  nature.  I  loved  all  animals,  and  they  seemed 
to  love  me.  I  was  in  the  habit  of  getting  up  early  every  morning,  and  with 
my  hands  full  of  bread  crumbs,  I  would  go  out  into  the  little  wood  behind 
our  home,  and  there  feed  the  twittering  robins  which  fluttered  around  me. 
Even  the  timid  rabbit  approached  me  without  fear.  But  how  I  longed  to  be 
in  a  great  forest !  Day  after  day,  I  used  to  sit  on  a  little  stump  in  that  little 
wood,  dreaming  of  the  great  jungle,  and  its  queer  inhabitants.  So  great  was 
my  love  for  nature,  as  a  child,  that  never  once  did  I  feel  fear  for,  or  cause 
fear  in  bird  or  beast.  But  every  time  I  asked  my  father  to  allow  me  to  go 
with  him,  I  received  the  same  answer,  "No!"  This  time,  however,  I  begged 
and  entreated  so  hard  that  at  last  I  received  the  answer  I  had  waited  for  so 
long.     Little  did  I  realize  the  hardships  and  dangers  of  such  a  trip. 

The  next  morning  we  were  to  leave.  For  two  weeks  everything  had 
been  in  confusion.  My  clothing,  arms,  trunk,  and  other  articles  needed  had 
been  purchased.  It  was  quite  chilly  that  evening,  and  we  all  sat  around  the 
fire.  Everything  and  everybody  seemed  cheerful  to  me.  I  have  to  smile  to- 
day, as  I  look  back  upon  that  night.  There,  in  the  corner,  laughing  and 
joking  I  sat.  When  I  retired  for  the  night,  picture  after  picture  passed  before 
me.  Now  I  was  leisurely  and  comfortably  riding  on  the  back  of  a  huge  ele- 
phant. Now  I  was  out  hunting.  Now  paddling  up  a  beautiful  little  stream, 
with  its  banks  bordered  by  trees  whose  green,  moss-clothed  branches  gently 
drooped  down  to  the  water's  edge.  Now  I  was  sitting  before  the  camp  fire, 
listening  to  stories,  or  quietly  reading.  Then  swiftly  and  suddenly  a  sad 
feeling  stole  over  me.  I  don't  know  why  it  was,  but  I  suddenly  found  my- 
self wishing  I  were  not  going.  Often  after  that  I  found  myself  quietly  sob- 
bing, and  the  tears  rolled  down  my  cheeks,  onto  the  white  pillow.  When  I 
awoke,  the  morning  sun  was  streaming  into  my  room  in  golden  beams.  At 
nine  we  were  to  leave  for  Yarmouth,  where  we  were  to  embark  on  my 
father's  steamer. 

I  remember  that  sad  parting  well.  The  lump  in  my  throat,  the  tears  in 
my  eyes,  and  the  sadness  in  my  heart.  After  closing  the  gate,  I  took  a  last 
farewell  look  at  our  cozy,  quiet,  little  cottage,  with  its  veranda  covered  with 
the  fragrant  honeysuckle.     With  a  heavy  heart  I  turned  around,  and  walked 
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by  the  side  of  my  father,  down  the  grass-covered  lane,  and  past  the  little 
school  house. 

We  had  an  uneventful  voyage,  and  after  two  months  landed  in  a  beauti- 
ful bay,  the  name  of  which  I  no  longer  remember.  I  think,  however,  it  was 
called  Keneta  Bay.  After  a  few  days  of  busy  preparation,  all  was  ready  for 
the  hunt.  With  our  native  packers  and  guides,  we  started  off  for  a  journey 
of  four  months. 

We  had  been  gone  about  two  months.  I  was  now  cpiite  accustomed 
to  the  ways  of  the  forest  and  thought  1  knew  everything  about  it.  So  far 
the  weather  had  been  beautiful,  although  at  first,  quite  too  hot.  One  day 
near  the  end  of  the  second  month,  with  my  gun  in  hand,  I  was  strolling 
leisurely  along  through  the  jungle,  with  no  particular  object  in  mind.  It 
must  have  been  about  eleven  o'clock,  when  it  startlingly  dawned  upon  me, 
that  I  knew  not  where  I  was  going.  Stopping  suddenly,  I  looked  around.  On 
all  sides  of  me  stood  the  moss  clothed  giants  of  the  wood.  I  can  still  feel  the 
pang  of  my  heart,  when  I  realized  that  I  was  lost,  and  that  nauseating  feel- 
ing when  I  heard  the  low  rumble  of  the  distant  thunder,  which  added  to  my 
horror.  Hither  and  thither  I  ran,  but  to  no  avail.  There  was  no  path  to  de- 
note which  way  I  had  come.  What  was  I  to  do?  Where  was  I  to  go? 
What  if  I  were  captured  by  cannibals?  All  these  thoughts  darted  through  my 
mind,  over  and  over  again.  It  was  impossible  to  remember  which  way  I 
had  come.  Oh,  why  had  I  not  taken  my  father's  advice  and  stayed  with  him? 
Why  had  I  not  taken  notice  of  the  weather,  although  the  sunlight  rarely 
penetrates  that  great  roof  of  green.  Still  I  should  have  noticed  the  darken- 
ing of  the  forest  light. 

As  it  grew  later  the  thunder  became  louder,  and  more  violent.  Crash ! 
The  forest  lit  up  for  a  second,  and  then  another  crash,  a  rubbing  of  branches, 
a  violent-shaking  of  leaves,  a  smashing  and  crashing  and  crunching  of  limbs 
and  boughs,  and  one  of  the  giants  fell.  Then  the  thunder  rumbled  again  like 
a  mighty  victor,  laughing  at  his  fallen  enemy.  Between  the  flashes  of  light- 
ning, it  was  as  black  as  night  itself.  Soon  the  storm  broke  forth  in  all  its 
fury.  The  rain  beat  down  upon  the  green  roof  like  stones.  The  thunder 
pealed  forth  in  one  great  crash,  and  echoed  and  re-echoed  through  the  forest. 
In  the  midst  of  all  this  fury,  a  bolt  of  lightning,  which  seemed  to  swallow 
up  the  very  earth,  shot  forth,  and  lit  up  the  forest  as  far  as  the  eye  could 
see.  It  was  in  this  flash  that  I  caught  sight  of  something  that  made  my  very 
hair  stand  on  end.  Not  more  than  twenty-five  yards  in  front  of  me  there 
stood  a  monstrous  lion.  His  eyes  were  gleaming  like  fire.  His  hair  was 
all  bristled  up,  and  facing  his  head.  His  face  was  covered  with  foam,  and 
out  from  his  open  mouth  the  foam  was  dripping.  His  mighty  forefoot 
pawed  the  ground,  and  his  body  shook  as  with  ague.  All  this  I  saw  in 
an  instant,  for  as  soon  as  the  flash  died  out,  the  beast  darted  into  the  brush. 
For  a  few  minutes  afterwards  I  could  hear  the  crazed  animal  tearing  through 
that  dense  jungle  undergrowth. 

By  night  the  storm  had  died  out.  But,  oh,  such  a  night  as  I  passed. 
Only  one  who  has  lived  through  a  night  alone  in  a  jungle  can  know.  The 
night  was  blacker  than  darkness  herself.  There  at  the  foot  of  a  tall  tree 
I  sat,  huddled  up  and  shivering.  I  dared  not  light  a  fire,  although  I  had  the 
matches,  for  fear  of  attracting  the  crazed  animals.  I  now  know  that  it  would 
have  frightened  them  away.  As  I  stared  into  the  darkness,  monster  after 
monster  took  shape  before  my  eyes.  Now  gleaming  eyes  glided  slowly,  in- 
exorably toward  me,  at  last  to  melt  suddenly  into  a  streak  of  moonlight  on  a 
clump  of  underbrush ;  now  a  leopard  crouched  above  me,  crouched,  stealthily 
rose  to  spring,  and  my  staring,  tired  eyes  made  out  a  knotted  branch  on  an 
African  oak  tree.  Something  was  in  the  dense  undergrowth  behind  me.  I 
dared  not  see  it,  I  could  not  hear  it,  but  I  knew  it  was  there. 
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"Help!"  The  cry  was  out  of  my  mouth  hefore  I  knew  it.  I  gave  a 
violent  start.  There  from  the  branch  of  a  tree  but  a  few  yards  distant,  with 
a  slow,  lazy  movement,  hung  a  great  Boa.  With  its  beautiful  colored  body, 
it  slowly  swung  back  and  forth.  Its  beady  eyes  gleamed  wickedly,  as  it 
stared  at  me  with  outstretched  head,  and  its  ugly  tongue  darted  in  and  out 
of  its  mouth.  Nearer  and  nearer  to  me  it  drew,  closer  and  closer  its  hypnotic 
eyes  approached  mine.  I  felt  its  hard,  slimy,  cold  head  hit  mine.  With  a 
yell  I  tumbled  backwards.  It,  like  the  rest,  was  only  a  fancy.  Then,  after 
that  last  horrible  fright,  there  suddenly  came  a  change.  I  know  not  how  it 
was.  Just  as  when  on  that  last  night  at  home  the  sadness  stole  over  me 
when  I  lay  so  happily  dreaming,  so  now  in  my  sufferings  a  sudden  sense  of 
relief  and  calm  came  over  me.  Why  should  I  fear  the  forest?  No  animal 
had  ever  harmed  me.  I  was  a  part  of  nature,  a  mere  speck  in  her  vast  king- 
dom, so  she  would  protect  me.  After  a  short  interval,  these  thoughts  gave 
way  to  my  weariness,  and  I  dozed  off.  How  long  I  slept  I  do  not  know, 
but  when  I  awoke  it  was  becoming  light.  I  thanked  God  that  I  had  passed 
the  night  without  harm. 

For  breakfast  I  ate  some  bananas  and  berries.  As  I  wandered  along 
that  morning,  with  a  sad  heart,  I  thought  of  my  dear  mother,  my  fun-loving 
brother,  and  my  sister  whom  I  loved  so  dearly.  I  wondered  if  I  should  ever 
enter  our  cozy,  white  cottage,  or  if  I  should  ever  sleep  in  that  comfortable 
white  bed,  in  my  little  room.  I  thought  of  all  the  pleasant  times  I  had  had 
at  home.     Oh,  why  had  I  ever  left  it? 

Everything  was  so  gay,  in  contrast  with  my  sadness.  It  seemed  wonder- 
ful in  that  great  forest.  Here  and  there  through  the  branches,  the  dew- 
drops  sparkled,  like  the  twinkling  stars  of  the  heavens.  The  mighty  trees 
supported  a  deep,  green  roof,  through  which  the  sunlight  filtered  in  infrequent 
golden  beams.  Their  huge  vine-clothed  trunks  reared  themselves  up  like 
cathedral  pillars,  out  of  a  dense  and  tangled  undergrowth.  Red,  blue,  green 
and  yellow-colored  flowers  mingled  together.  Everything  smelled  so  delicate, 
so  perfumy,  that  I  could  not  help  thinking  of  our  small  garden  filled  with 
roses  and  violets.  Ferns  clustered  at  the  bottom  of  the  trees.  The  beautiful 
air-plant  clung  to  the  moss-covered  trunks,  and  the  highly  colored  orange, 
yellow  and  purple  orchids  were  to  be  seen  everywhere.  Gay  colored  par- 
rots, screaming  and  .  chattering,  darted  through  the  high  tree-tops.  Here 
and  there  a  monkey  was  to  be  seen,  clinging  to  the  branch  of  a  tree,  shaking 
it  with  all  his  might,  and  all  the  while  screeching  and  screaming;  and  less 
frequently,  the  beautifully  striped,  timid  zebra  would  dart  across  the  way. 
Often  a  stately  giraffe  cropped  at  the  tender  leaves,  on  top  of  small  trees  by 
the  side  of  my  path.  On  the  shore  of  a  stream,  quietly  basking  in  the  sun, 
lay  a  few  lazy  crocodiles.  There  were  few  deadly  animals  in  that  forest. 
It  was  one  of  the  northern  jungles,  and  only  now  and  then  would  a  dangerous 
wild  animal  stray  into  it. 

For  two  days  I  wandered  on  in  this  manner.  I  had  now  lost  all  my  fears, 
and  rested  easily  at  night.  At  noon,  and  for  supper,  I  ate  a  roasted  fowl, 
which  I  shot  and  roasted  on  a  spit.  In  the  morning,  I  ate  berries,  fruit,  or 
nuts. 

On  the  morning  of  the  third  day,  as  I  was  walking  along,  gun  in  hand, 
I  suddenly  stumbled.  Before  I  could  rise,  I  was  pounced  upon  by  the  object 
which  had  caused  my  accident.  As  suddenly  as  I  was  tripped,  I  was  pulled  to 
my  feet,  and  my  gun  taken  away.  There  before  me  stood  the  black  body  of  a 
savage.  Grabbing  up  my  arms,  he  roughly  shoved  me  forward.  I  now  gave 
up  all  hope  of  being  saved.  Often  had  I  heard  stories  of  how  these  savages 
tortured  to  death  human  beings  for  sacrifice  to  their  gods,  and  less  frequently 
of  their  eating  human  beings.  I  could  even  see  them  dancing  around  me  with 
their  knives  and  other  weapons  of  torture.  After  a  half  hour's  walk  we 
emerged  at  the  edge  of  a  clearing,  in  the  middle  of  which  a  native  village 
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was  situated.  My  heart  sank  within  me,  as  the  people  tan  oul  of  their 
houses  and  crowded  around  to  get  a  glimpse  of  me,  jabbering  and  muttering, 
laughing  and  pointing.  The  village  was  composed  of  small,  low,  thatched 
houses.  In  the  center  of  them  all  stood  the  chief's  palace.  It  was  nothing 
more  than  an  ordinary  native  house,  but  larger,  and  brilliantly  painted. 

Into  this  house  I  was  ushered,  or  rather  shoved.  In  the  middle  of  the 
hut,  or  palace,  the  chief  sat,  a  black,  fat,  greasy,  specimen.  At  his  right 
hand  side,  and  earnestly  conversing  with  him  —  sat  my  father.  "Father,"  I 
cried.  Then  black  and  white  streaks  passed  before  my  eyes,  and  everything 
grew  dark.  The  next  thing  I  knew  I  was  looking  up  into  my  father's  eyes. 
It  happened  that  the  savage  chief  and  he  were  friends,  and  the  savage  who 
captured  me  was  one  of  the  tribe.  With  bowed  heads  we  kneeled  down,  and 
thanked  the  Almighty  for  his  kindness.  It  was  Sunday,  and  that  evening  we 
sat  relating  our  experiences.  My  father's  eyes  were  red,  and  his  cheeks 
sunken  in,  showing  the  restless  nights  he  had  passed. 

Another  Sunday  morning,  and  we  were  on  board  our  little  ship.  I  shall 
never  forget  that  little  bay  that  Sunday  morning  after  those  three  long  days, 
as  we  sailed  out.  It  is  dawn,  and  the  glow  of  yellow  and  orange  and  crimson 
steals  upward  into  the  sky  to  the  eastward  across  the  bay.  Towering  masses 
of  fleecy,  billowy  clouds  lift  above  the  tree-tops  on  the  summits  of  the  dark, 
forest-clad  hills  upon  the  opposite  shore,  and  turn  slowly  from  a  pure  white 
that  stands  out  against  the  deep  blue  of  the  departing  night,  to  a  faint  glow 
of  pink,  that  slowly  turns  into  a  deeper  rose  light.  The  waters  take  color, 
too,  in  their  calm,  motionless  surface,  and  change  to  a  deeper  green.  The 
hills  and  jungles  reflect  in  the  water  as  the  light  grows  stronger.  The  call 
of  the  birds  floats  across  to  us.  The  first  rays  of  the  unrisen  sun  gild  the 
tree-tops  and  creep  down  the  far  hillsides.  Then  suddenly,  startlingly  sud- 
denly, the  red  disk  of  the  sun  appears  over  the  dark  jungle  above  the  bay. 
The  warm  cheerful  sun  smiles  pleasantly  on  Keneta  Bay. 

With  a  light  heart  I  walked  by  my  father's  side,  past  the  little  school 
house,  and  up  the  now  dusty  lane.  There  on  the  veranda  of  our  cozy  little 
white  cottage  stood  my  mother,  and  behind  her  my  laughing  brother  and 
sister.  Another  chilly  evening,  and  we  all  sat  around  the  fire.  This  time, 
however,  I  was  not  wondering  what  a  great  jungle  was.  I  knew.  The  first 
dream  of  my  life  had  come  true. 

— S.  A.  KLINGER,  '16. 


f|oto  ti)t  Jftrst  Cf)ri£tmas  ZCrre  Came  to 
|?an  JfranrtSiCO 

On  the  morning  of  Sunday,  December  3,  1837,  Fort  San  Joaquin,  now  the 
Presidio  of  San  Francisco,  lay  basking  in  the  beautiful  California  sunshine. 
The  air  was  pure  and  clear  after  a  refreshing  rain — so  clear  that  from  the 
heights  of  the  fort  the  Farallone  Islands  were  distinctly  visible. 

In  the  fort  all  was  peaceful  and  quiet,  save  for  three  spirited  mustangs 
which  were  stamping  restlessly  at  their  tethers.  Inside  the  house,  in  front 
of  which  the  horses  were  stamping,  Jose  Vallejo,  the  commander  of  the  fort, 
and  his  two  daughters,  Carmelita  and  Arabella,  were  finishing  an  early  break- 
fast. 

In  due  time  they  mounted  the  impatient  beasts  and  cantered  away  over 
the  soft  green  hills  to  the  Mission  Senora  Guadaloupe  di  Dolores,  where 
they  attended  high  mass. 
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After  the  service,  the  two  girls  decided  to  prolong  their  ride.  They 
accordingly  borrowed  their  father's  field  glass,  and  galloped  off  in  the  direc- 
tion of  that  stony  precipice  which  we  now  call  Telegraph  Hill,  which  at 
that  time  served  as  the  look-out  station  of  the  fort.  From  the  top  of  this  hill 
a  most  beautiful  and  expansive  view  of  the  entire  bay  region  could  be  ob- 
tained. 

When  they  reached  the  summit  they  dismounted  from  their  panting 
mustangs,  neither  saying  a  word,  but  breathlessly  gazing  at  the  grand  pan- 
orama spread  out  before  them,  as  clear  as  crystal  under  the  sparkling  morn- 
ing sunshine.  Before  them  lay  the  Marin  shore  with  its  steep  brown  cliffs, 
backed  by  rolling  green  hills  and  old  Tamalpais  stretching  away  to  the 
westward.  They  gazed  past  Racoon  Straits  and  Angel  Island  to  the  Contra 
Costa  shore,  where  the  "Rancho  Peralto"  and  "Embarcadero  Punta  di  Isa- 
bella" nestled  under  the  steep  Berkeley  hills,  with  Mount  Diablo  thirty  miles 
beyond  them. 

After  viewing  this  beautiful  landscape  the  two  sisters  sat  down  in  the 
shade  of  a  giant  live  oak  to  rest.  They  began  conversing  on  the  various 
trivial  events  of  the  time. 

"I  do  wish  something  real  exciting  would  happen — something  to  break 
this  terrible  dull  monotony,"  pouted  Carmelita,  the  elder  of  the  two  sisters. 

Suddenly  Arabella  beheld  a  small  white  speck  bobbing  up  and  down 
far  out  to  sea.  Taking  the  field  glass  from  her  sister's  hand  she  focused 
it  on  the  spot.  There,  just  coming  into  the  range  of  the  glass,  was  a  ship  in 
full  sail,  headed  directly  in  toward  the  Golden  Gate.  In  those  days  the 
sight  of  a  vessel  was  not  often  given  to  the  inhabitants  of  Yerba  Buena,  so  it 
was  with  no  small  wonder  that  the  Spanish  girls  watched  its  approach.  The 
girls  were  accpiainted  with  the  Spanish  and  American  flags ;  therefore  their 
surprise  deepened  when,  as  the  ship  sailed  past  Alcatraz,  they  saw  a  strange 
flag  at  the  stern.  It  was  white,  crossed  in  the  center  with  two  red  keys, 
and  edged  with  green.  The  vessel  was  a  German  barque,  and  the  name 
on  its  bow  "Anna  Marie,"  of  Bremen.  The  girls  hastily  mounted  and  urged 
their  steeds  toward  the  Pueblo  of  Yerba  Buena.  On  their  arrival  there  they 
hurried  to  the  Alcalde  and  acquainted  him  with  their  news.  Immediately 
the  place  was  ringing  with  excitement,  and  in  less  time  than  it  takes  to  tell 
the  entire  populace,  consisting  of  about  one  hundred  and  twenty  people, 
was  on  its  way  to  the  small  pier  which  jutted  out  into  the  bay  just  below 
what  is  now  Portsmouth  Square.  They  arrived  there  just  in  time  to  see  the 
vessel   drop  anchor  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  off  shore. 

When  the  vessel  had  safely  anchored,  a  boat  was  lowered  and  several 
of  the  crew  pushed  off.  After  a  short  interval  of  strenuous  rowing,  they 
landed  at  the  pier  where  the  Spanish  inhabitants  had  assembled  to  meet  them. 
The  occupants  of  the  boat  were  Captain  Johannsen,  Alvin  Gottheim,  the  first 
mate,  and  Doctor  Gohricke,  the  ship's  doctor.  Luckily  for  all  concerned, 
the  latter  was  very  proficient  in  the  Spanish  language  and  was  well  able  to 
act  as  interpreter.  He  told  the  people  that  the  ship  was  bound  for  the 
Hawaiian  Islands  but  that  a  heavy  storm  had  sprung  up  and  driven  them 
out  of  their  course.  Then,  to  add  to  their  misfortune,  half  of  the  crew  had 
been  stricken  with  scurvy,  and  were  at  death's  door,  and,  to  cap  the  climax, 
the  second  mate  had  been  thrown  to  the  deck  during  a  gale  and  was  lying 
dangerously  ill  with  a  broken  arm  and  internal  injuries.  He  then  asked  aid 
from  the  inhabitants  for  the  sick  crew. 

The  Spanish  sympathized  with  the  sailors  in  their  misfortune  and  re- 
ceived them  hospitably.  The  Alcalde  furnished  them  with  a  newly  con- 
structed adobe  house  for  use  as  a  hospital,  and  Jose  Vallejo,  who  by  this 
time  had  arrived  at  the  embarcadero,  volunteered  to  take  the  injured  officer 
to  the  fort,  where  he  could  receive  the  best  of  care. 
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Accordingly  the  sick  men  were  brought  ashore  and  Waldo  Hoffman,  the 
injured  second  mate,  was  carefully  carried  to  Vallejo's  house,  where  he  was 
visited  daily  by  Doctor  Gohricke. 

Carmelita  also  visited  him  daily.  To  her  excitement-loving  nature  the  sick 
boy  came  as  an  interesting  break  in  a  life  all  too  dull.  At  first  his  mind 
wandered — wandered  back  to  his  home  in  Germany — to  his  mother  and  to  his 
father — to  his  happy  home  life.  Carmelita  noted  his  wandering  utterances.  In 
his  delirium  he  called  his  mother's  name  and  his  father's,  and  he  spoke  of 
many  things — repeatedly  of  the  "Tannenbaum"  and  of  Christmas. 

In  a  few  days,  however,  due  to  the  skill  of  Doctor  Gohricke  and  the  con- 
stant attention  of  Carmelita  Vallejo,  his  mind  became  normal  again,  though  he 
was  still  very  weak.  Then  followed  long  days  in  which  Carmelita  kept  Waldo 
almost  constant  company,  watching  over  him,  amusing  him — and  herself. 
They  talked  of  many  things — of  their  ancestry,  of  their  childhood,  and  of 
their  ambitions.  Carmelita  told  of  the  life  in  California — the  missions,  the  In- 
dians, the  large  "ranchos,"  and  the  great  "rodeos."  Waldo  told  of  the  many 
strange  parts  of  the  world  he  had  visited  in  the  course  of  his  sea-faring 
life,  and  of  his  home  life  in  Germany,  with  its  cold  winters,  sleigh  rides,  and 
Christmas  celebrations.  The  stories  of  Christmas  and  the  "Tannenbaum" 
fascinated  Carmelita  and  as  the  youth  grew  stronger  she  had  him  repeat  them, 
often  expressing  the  wish  to  see  a  real  Christmas  celebration  herself. 

Thus  weeks  slipped  by.  The  sailors,  due  to  the  healthy,  invigorating, 
California  climate  and  the  fresh  food  and  excellent  care  which  they  had 
received,  were  entirely  recovered  from  their  sickness,  and  the  young  mate  was 
again  well,  save  that  his  arm  was  still  rather  weak. 

It  then  lacked  but  a  few  days  of  Christmas.  The  officers  of  the  ship 
had  decided  to  hold  a  Christmas  celebration  for  the  benefit  of  the  Spanish 
people  who  had  been  so  kind  to  them — and  for  Carmelita.  Waldo  was  deter- 
mined to  surprise  her  with  a  real  "Tannenbaum."  With  this  point  in  view  the 
captain  and  mate  set  out  in  search  of  a  young  fir  tree.  They  searched  the 
whole  country  for  miles  around  Yerba  Buena,  but  without  success.  Finally, 
in  their  extremity,  they  took  Carmelita's  younger  sister,  Arabella,  into  their 
confidence.  She  told  them  that  the  sort  of  tree  they  wished  was  to  be  found 
on  the  "Rancho  Sausalito,"  on  the  slopes  of  Mount  Tamalpais. 

Before  sunrise  the  next  morning  Waldo,  with  several  of  the  crew,  set 
out  from  the  fort  in  a  sail  boat.  After  two  hours  of  strenuous  sailing  they 
reached  a  point  on  Richardson's  bay  where  they  landed.  From  there  they 
set  out  on  foot  for  Tamalpais.  After  tramping  for  several  miles  they  at  last 
entered  a  valley  in  which  there  was  a  virgin  forest  of  great  trees — trees  resem- 
bling the  European  fir,  but  such  as  they  had  never  seen  before — redwoods, 
hundreds  of  feet  in  height  with  straight  trunks  many  feet  in  diameter  at  the 
base  and  tapering  towards  the  top.  Waldo  went  straight  toward  a  slender, 
fragrant  young  sapling,  and  with  a  joyous  heart  cut  it  down  for  Carmelita. 
Then,  singing  an  old  German  folk-song,  they  returned  with  the  tree  to  the 
now  empty  hospital. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  sailors  of  the  ship  had  made  tallow  candles,  and 
the  cook  had  busied  himself  making  Christmas  cakes  and  goodies  of  all 
kinds.  The  hall  was  decorated  with  flags  and  pieces  of  bunting  from  the 
vessel,  and  with  live  oak,  mistletoe,  and  red  berries  from  the  San  Mateo  hills. 
In  the  middle  of  the  hall  the  Christmas  tree  was  erected,  and  decorated  with 
candles. 

On  the  evening  of  the  twenty-fourth  the  inhabitants  of  the  country  for 
many  miles  around  were  all  assembled  in  the  hall,  and  at  eight  o'clock  precisely 
an  improvised  curtain  was  withdrawn  and  there  shone  the  brilliantly  lighted 
Christmas  tree.  Such  excitement !  The  Spanish  people  gazed  in  awe-struck 
wonder.  No  such  sight  had  ever  before  met  their  eyes.  From  somewhere 
came  a  violin,  then  an  accordion,  then  a  guitar.     Someone  struck  a  chord, 
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and  together  they  played  "O  Tannenbaum."  One  by  "one  die  sailors  joined 
in,  until  the  hall  was  ringing  with  song.  Thus  started,  the  evening  continued 
with  song  and  dancing  until,  at  a  late  hour,  every  one  turned  happily  home- 
ward. 

A  few  days  later,  much  to  the  regret  of  all,  the  "Anna  Marie"  was  pre- 
paring to  leave.  As  the  young  officer  left  the  fort,  Carmelita  accompanied  him 
towards  the  embarcadero.  They  rode  slowly,  conversing  in  low  tones  ;  as  they 
neared  the  landing  they  bade  each  other  a  last  farewell,  and  then  parted. 
Carmelita  rode  back  to  the  fort,  and  Waldo  proceeded  slowly  to  the  landing. 
As  before,  everyone  was  at  the  embarcadero,  but  this  time  with  heavy  hearts, 
for  they  were  loath  to  see  the  strangers  leave. 

Amidst  much  waving  and  cheering  the  ship  raised  anchor  and  slowly 
sailed  away,  across  the  sunlit  bay  and  out  through  the  beautiful  Golden 
Gate,  past  the  quaint  old  fort  where  a  solitary  figure  stood  waving  a  small 
handkerchief,  to  be  lost  below  the  horizon  of  the  great  blue  Pacific. 

—A.  MAINS,  '16 


(&  Biatribc  &gain£t  tf)c  tfzminigt  iHobcment) 

It  was  a  warm  genial  morning  of  what  promised  spontaneously  to  be  the 
record  mercury  boosting  day  of  the  summer.  The  faintest  equivocation  of  gy- 
ratory fog  integumated  around  the  matriculated  bulks  of  the  opaque  and 
gloomy  buildings,  rendering  the  gigantic  numerals  of  the  exposition  year 
potentially  indistinct. 

An  uptown  car  swung  with  masoretical  loquacious  wheels  around  the 
tortuous  curve  before  the  Ferry  building  and  discharged  its  percusory  uncen- 
trical  passengers.  A  pennigerous  looking  young  lady  demurely  attired  with 
great  sagacity  in  the  extreme  phyllotactic  fashion  of  the  day  with  the  bored 
and  listless  expression  of  those  schismatical  onomotologists  who  pursue  the 
study  of  martyrological  Phylarchy,  acetabuliferous  Photophobia,  and  who 
cogitate  over  the  pellucid  theoretical  hypotheses  encountered  in  the  study  of 
lamellirostral  labiodental  mazology  at  the  nitriolizing  morbifical  fountains  of 
knowledge,  descended  the  rear  step.  She  raised  plethorically  her  opalescent 
skirt  and  tripped  buoyantly  to  the  Berkeley  gate,  where  she  paid  her  fare 
with  a  promulgation  of  fumigated  disintegrated  incandescent  lucre  perfectly 
saponified  from  all  filth. 

This  fair  specimen  of  the  unostentious  Co-ed  produced  by  the  College  of 
Feminists,  having  barely  caught  her  boat,  sedately  meandered  inside  and 
rested  while  the  systole  and  diastole  of  her  heart  returned  to  normal.  Pres- 
ently discovering  a  fraternity  acquaintance  in  close  proximity,  she  moved 
over  and  greeted  her  with  friendly  familiarity. 

"Ma  Bon  Ami!"  Then  confidentially,  "You're  not  looking  very  well 
this  morning,  Ma  Chere.  Oh,  did  you  know  Miss  Belmar  had  a  disintegra- 
tion of  her  sensibilities  at  the  last  meeting  of  the  Literary  Club?  It  palpably 
arose  from  too  much  Shakespeare  and  Welsh  rarebits.  They  say  she  rose 
with  trembling  lips  and  gasped,  'Avaunt !  Avaunt !  Pale  vision  of  a  Ham- 
burg steak  interspersed  with  deathly  thoughts  of  visionary  cheeses  sensible  to 
smelling,  not  to  sight !' 

"Have  you  attended  any  of  the  operas  at  the  Tivoli  this  season?  You 
have!  Was  it  Pagliacci?  Oh,  do  tell  me  about  it!  You  are  so  abnormis 
sapiens!" 
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"Well,  it  was  almost  as  good  as  vaudeville.  Jack  Towne,  that  was  my 
escort  you  know,  told  me  the  man  that  composed  Pagliacci  was  Ruggiero 
Leoncavallo.  Judging  him  by  his  play,  I'm  exceedingly  sanguine  that  he  has 
the  qualities  of  an  excellent  manager  of  the  Orpheum. 

"The  curtain  went  slowly  up  and  revealed  to  us  a  wondrously  picturesque 
effect  of  multiform  angles  and  strange  sinuosities,  fantastic  reflections  and 
capricious  contrasts,  a  chaos  of  hazy  impressions  in  which  each  fantastic  im- 
age, each  weird  shape  seemed  to  vie  in  sending  cold  chills  down  my  spine. 
Perhaps  the  creepy  music  from  the  orchestra  lent  itself  to  this  ironical  collu- 
sion. Perhaps  these  optical  phenomena  were  superinduced  by  fatigue,  for 
I  had  done  some  shopping  previously,  or  else  by  tension  of  the  ocular  muscles 
in  straining  my  eyes  over  the  perfectly  horrid  coiffure  of  a  large  unctuous 
woman  in  front  of  me. 

"The  scene  before  us  slowly  brightened  until  a  street  of  Florence  lay 
under  the  morning  sun  and  away  in  the  distance  the  blue  Adriatic  wobbled 
nervously  where  a  scene  shifter  stumbled  against  it. 

"Now  a  group  of  Gypsy  girls  and  a  rather  stout  elderly  senorita  came  along 
the  street  and  rendered  some  very  good  selections,  although  I  didn't  think 
they  were  equal  to  the  chorus  of,  "Mutt  and  Jeff  in  Panama."  A  superbly 
damascened  love  scene  followed  between  the  prima  donna  and  an  absurd 
rotund  little  man  attired  in  gaily  colored  doublet  and  hose,  who  possessed  a 
passable  tenor  voice.  A  melodious  ballad  ensued  containing  no  doubt  rhetori- 
cal eloquence,  classical  style,  and  a  piquant  exquisiteness  of  language,  but 
how  can  I  describe  those  transitory  shades  of  feeling,  those  sweet  nothings 
which  are  so  infinite,  those  words,  whose  accents  exhaust  all  the  treasures  of 
luminous  explanatory  speech,  when  I  don't  understand  a  word  of  Italian ! 
However,  don't  forget  that  acting  is  the  medium  with  which  to  communicate 
ideas,  sensations  and  emotions,  and  I'm  sure  that  if  you  have  been  accustomed 
to  decipher  the  plot  and  action  of  a  moving-picture,  you  will  be  equally 
successful  with  grand  opera,  even  if  the  characters  articulate  in  an  unin- 
telligible jargon  addicted  to  indescribable  combustible  disputatious  effulg- 
ence  " 

At  this  point  of  my  superficial  emanations,  my  muse,  vanquished  by  a 
solitary  capricious  paradox  which  refused  to  be  reduced  to  a  relative  spon- 
taneity of  being  consistent  with  the  general  anomolous  propensity  of  this 
effervescence,  took  wing,  and  left  my  barren  and  distracted  brain  struggling 
weakly  in  a  sultry  atmosphere  of  diametrically  opposed  systems  of  femininistic 
transitions,  and  symbolical  expressions  of  pulverized  allegorical  syntaxes ; 
being  buried  in  fact  in  the  vague  immeasurable  ambiguosities  of  an  utterly 
hopeless  negation  of  intellect. 

—PAUL  MARKS,  '15. 


( feontf  Dittos  of  Mature) 

This  is  the  place.  Only  last  night  I  saw  the  old  bird  pass  over  this 
very  same  tumble-down,  rattle-trap  of  a  gate. 

Now,  somewhere,  not  far  from  here,  we  will  find  an  old  oak — most  likely 
one  of  those  white  oaks  of  which  we  have  so  many  in  these  foothills.  You 
know  what  they  look  like,  do  you  not?  A  large  oak,  for  they  grow  quite  large 
near  here,  having  a  great  trunk  covered  over  with  a  veil  of  gray  mosses  near 
the  ground.  Did  you  notice  that  old  tree,  standing  near  the  cross  roads, 
on  the  edge  of  town?     Well,  if  you  did,  look  for  one  like  that — an  old  oak, 
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having  an  immense  trunk,  perhaps  six  feet  through.  It  may  stand  with  a  fine 
spread  of  branches  on  one  side,  and  have  a  dark  cavernous  hole  on  the 
other,  running  from  its  very  roots  up  about  ten  feet.  At  this  point,  once 
branched  off  an  immense  limb,  large  as  most  of  the  trees  you  see  around  us. 

Soon  the  sun  will  be  gone  to  rest,  and  perhaps  our  old  bird  will  pass 
over  again  tonight.  It  surely  is  nice  to  get  out  once  in  awhile.  Can  you 
hear  those  little,  wily  valley  quail  calling  their  covey  together,  up  the  creek? 
Many  is  the  time  I  have  hunted  this  creek  out,  and  every  time  there  seems 
to  be  no  limit  to  the  birds  in  it.  At  this  time  of  day  you  can  usually  find  them 
on  a  little  meadow  which  extends  nearly  to  the  old  black  rock. 

Ah !  Now  is  the  time  to  begin  our  watch  in  earnest.  Can  you  notice 
how  changed  the  outlines  of  things  about  us  have  become?  Just  a  minute 
ago  the  little  bridge  over  to  our  right  could  be  seen  separate  from  the  rocks 
adjoining  it.  Now  it  is  as  one  of  them.  The  row  of  willows  shows  as  a  row 
(of  black  shadows,  and  the  old  pines  take  on  a  darker  shade.  If  you  watch 
closely  you  can  see  a  little  bunny  playing  on  the  roadside,  not  far  from  the 
cross-roads.  Now  he  is  bobbing  around  cutting  all  sorts  of  capers,  but  as  he 
goes  into  the  green  grass  we  see  him  no  longer. 

Listen!  Can  you  hear  that  almost  silent  swish  of  wings?  Well,  that  is 
the  bird  we  have  been  watching  for.  There  he  goes !  Can  you  make  him  out 
against  the  willows?  Just  a  moving  spot  against  the  blackness.  Now  he  is 
coming  across  the  lower  corner  of  that  little  alfalfa  field,  headed  toward  the 
rocks.  You  say  you  can  not  hear  his  wings?  Well,  I  should  say  not,  not  very 
easily.  An  owl  is  the  most  silent  bird  on  wing  that  I  have  ever  seen  or  heard 
of.  Perhaps  we  will  be  lucky  tonight,  if  game  is  out.  To  see  that  old  bird 
catch  a  creature  of  the  woods  has  been  holding  me  here  in  the  dusk  of 
evening  for  many  and  many  a  time. 

Look !  Watch  that  opening  between  the  willows  closely  and  you  may 
see  him  pass!  Lie  is  headed  that  way  now;  most  likely  he  will  try  that  row 
of  scrub  oaks  along  the  road.  Numbers  of  bunnies  play  about  there  at  this 
time  of  day.  Watch  the  old  bird  closely,  and  perhaps  you  can  see  him  drop 
on  a  poor  unawares  molly.  Do  you  see  him  now?  He  seems  to  hover 
over  a  bush.  There  he  goes  again.  Now  he  hovers  on  silent,  out-spread 
wings.  There!  Did  you  see  that?  Hear  the  poor  little  molly  cry?  I  say, 
from  the  noise  up  there  a  genuine  fight  must  be  going  on  between  fur  and 
feathers.     Now  it  is  at  an  end.    The  little  bunny  cries  no  more. 

Do  you  notice  how  dark  and  silent  it  is  now  that  dusk  has  passed  and 
night  is  here?  Now  that  darkness  is  here  our  old  bird  will  reign  through 
the  silent  night,  and  perhaps  take  the  life  of  another  bunny  before  morn- 
ing. As  the  dawn  of  day  approaches,  you  will  see  him  silently  winging  his 
way  homeward — to  one  of  these  old  white  oak  monarchs  by  the  roadside. 

—FRED  BANFIELD,  '16. 


THE    TIGER  13 


bonnet  ©pon  tt)c  Ercrtpt  of  a  Erport  Carti 

When  I,  upon  the  last  day  of  December, 
My  quarterly  report  from  school  receive, 
It  is  with  inward  pain  that  I  perceive 
The  "Poors"  as  thick  as  storms  of  a  November. 
And  greater  grows  my  pain  when  I  remember 

How  father  softly  unto  me  did  breathe : 
"If  'Poors'  you  do  receive,  you'd  better  leave 

For  some  point  east  of  Livermore  or  Denver." 
In  order  to  escape  paternal  ire, 

Between  two  courses  must  I  quickly  choose : 
My  lessons  must  I  learn  to  study  hard, 
That  I  remain  beside  the  family  fire — 
But  as  I  ponder,  comes  to  me  a  Muse 

That  whispers,  "Show  your  father  not  your  card." 

— C.  ALLSOPP,  '15. 


Cijcer  ©p  ! 

We  live  in  a  wonderful  world,  dear  friend. 

We  live  in  a  wonderful  world. 

Why  look  with  the  view  that  you  do? 

Why  be  so  unhappy  and  blue? 

What  makes  you  so  grumpy  and  sour? 

These  are  only  the  faults  of  the  hour, 

That  work  toward  a  beautiful  end. 

This  globe  is  the  grandest  old  place,  old  man. 

This  globe  is  the  grandest  old  place. 

It  claims  all  the  praise  you  can  give. 

Forget  all  your  wrath  !     For  you  live 

In  touch  with  the  greatest  of  things : 

A  nation  at  peace  blots  out  trifling  stings. 

So  watch  for  your  place  in  God's  plan. 

There's  room  in  this  world  for  us  all,  old  boy. 

There's  love  in  this  world  for  us  all. 

We  have  many  thoughts  that  come  home, 

And  add  to  the  beauty  and  tone 

Of  life,  as  we  hear  Christmas  ring 

O'er  the  land.     For  we  know,  to  our  earth  it  will  bring 

Christ's  Love,  turning  wrath  into  joy. 

—FRED  BANFIELD,  '16. 
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WHO  said  that  the  Lick  "Spirit"  was  dead?  Who  said  that  the  "Old 
Pep"  was  gone  since  such  and  such  a  class  graduated?  If  those 
persons  have  followed  the  Lick  team  through  this  football  season, 
they  will  take  back  their  statements.  Never  in  the  history  of  this  school  has 
a  Lick  team  faced  such  odds  as  this  year's  team  faced  and  emerged  with  such 
a  record!  Never  has  the  students'  pride  run  higher  than  it  has  this  year! 
Never  have  the  students  shown  their  enthusiasm  as  they  did  prior  to  the 
final  game ! 

The  team:  what  a  fighting  aggregation  it  was!  Beaten  in  all  its  practice 
games  by  large  scores,  mostly  shutouts,  it  entered  the  league  fully  determined 
to  give  the  best  that  was  in  it  for  clear  old  Lick — and  it  did.  With  only  four 
veterans  and  a  coach  for  a  few  weeks  at  the  beginning  of  the  season,  the 
team  started  to  work  with  everything  against  it.  It  was  a  hard  fight  from 
the  very  beginning,  even  to  keep  the  team  from  breaking  up.  However,  Lick 
opened  its  schedule  by  defeating  Commerce.  This  was  followed  by  the 
defeat  of  Cogswell.  It  was  in  this  game  that  the  Lick  team  showed  what 
was  in  it.  Then  St.  Ignatius  fell  an  easy  victim.  The  Cogswell  game  was 
nullified,  necessitating  a  replay,  which  resulted  in  a  tie.  The  play-off,  the 
final  game  of  the  division,  was  a  complete  victory  over  Cogswell.  Cogswell 
had  a  better  team  than  we  had, — that  is,  they  knew  more  real  Rugby,  were 
better  coached,  and  considerably  heavier.  But  it  was  the  old  Lick  fight  which 
overpowered  these  handicaps  and  won  for  us  the  right  to  play  Lowell  for 
the  championship. 

From  the  final  Cogswell  game  to  the  Lowell  game,  the  rooting  spirit 
rose.  The  game  with  Lowell  was  to  be  played  on  Wednesday,  and  from 
the  first  of  the  week  the  excitement  increased.  Preparations  for  a  monstrous 
outdoor  rally  were  made ;  five  large  sight-seeing  autos  were  chartered.  Mon- 
day, Tuesday,  and  Wednesday  witnessed  such  an  exhibition  of  unbounded 
spirit  and  ever  increasing  enthusiasm  as  has  never  been  seen  at  Lick  in  years. 
The  Seniors  were  selling  tickets  for  the  games,  the  autos,  and  gathering  sub- 
scriptions for  horns.  Tuesday  night  a  vigilance  committee  composed  of  vol- 
unteers from  all  the  classes  watched  the  school,  to  protect  our  temporary 
stage  and  sidewalks  from  the  rumored  invasion  of  Lowellites.  Everybody 
caught  the  spirit  of  the  occasion.  We  were  to  play  Lowell  for  the  San  Fran- 
cisco Championship.  It  was  almost  inconceivable.  This  team,  that  lost  all 
its  practice  games,  that  wasn't  even  given  the  slightest  chance  by  the 
"Dopesters,"  was  going  to  face  the  Reel  and  White  Wednesday  afternoon. 
Would  we  win?  That  was  the  question.  Lowell  had  a  heavy  and  well 
coached  team  ;  we  had  a  light  and  uncoached,  but  fighting  team,  and  we  had 
the  whole  Student  Body  backing  it. 

Wednesday  afternoon  the  five  large  sight-seeing  autos  were  filled  with 
Luxites  and  Lickites  at  the  school,  and  the  monstrous  and  unique  procession 
moved  on  to  the  St.  Ignatius  field,  passing  Lowell  High  School  on  the  way. 
Here  we  were  received  by  a  typical  demonstration  of  Lowell  "Spirit"  (to- 
matoes), but  the  aim  of  the  Lowellites  was  high,  and  few  of  the  Lowell 
"Flowers"  had  any  effect.  With  a  big  "Alibebo"  and  a  snappy  "Brackity 
Axe,"  we  "Gave  'em  the  hook,"  and  passed  on  to  the  St.  Ignatius  Stadium. 

The  rooting  at  the  game  was  great.  It  was  equally  as  good  as  the  way 
the  team  fought.  In  the  face  of  defeat,  the  team  fought  as  they  never 
had  fought  before.  In  the  face  of  defeat  the  fighting  spirit  of  the  rooting 
section  was  retained.  Every  one  was  giving  the  team  all  the  encouragement 
that  he  possibly  could,  and  though  we  lost,  there  has  never  been  such  a 
demonstration  of  spirit,  "pep"  and  enthusiasm  in  this  school  which  rivaled 
that  which  was  shown  by  the  students  at  the  last  Lowell  game  and  prior  to 
it,  so — 

Who  said,  "The  Lick  'Spirit'  is  dead?" 
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IN  VIEW  of  the  recent  football  trouble,  it  is  fitting  and  proper  that  the 
Tiger  say  a  word  or  two  on  the  subject. 
First  of  all,  we  apologize  to  the  League  and  the  various  schools  for 
playing  an  athlete  who  was  not  eligible.  It  was  unknown  to  us  that  we  were 
breaking  one  of  the  fundamental  rules  of  the  League,  and  wholly  unintentional 
on  our  part. 

In  the  second  place,  we  want  it  understood  that  we  do  not  consider  Cogs- 
well's action  in  the  light  of  a  "protest,"  because  Cogswell  did  not  "protest." 
Cogswell  brought  to  the  notice  of  the  League  the  fact  that  we  broke  the 
"Six  Months'  Rule."  By  such  an  offense,  our  victory  should  automatically 
have  been  forfeited  to  the  Cogswell  team.  Cogswell,  realizing  that  we  were 
worthy  contenders,  consented  to  a  replay. 

Too  much  can  not  be  said  in  Cogswell's  praise  for  her  action  in  this 
matter.  Cogswell  was  in  the  right,  and  could  well  have  claimed  the  right 
to  play  in  the  final  game.  Instead,  Cogswell  has  proven  more  strongly  than 
ever  to  the  athletic  world  that  they  are  true  sportsmen.  Cogswell  has  set 
an  example  well  worth  following.  If  all  the  schools  and  athletic  teams  Were 
endowed  with  the  spirit  that  Cogswell  has  shown,  our  local  League  would  be 
an  ideal  one,  and  athletics  in  this  city  would  flourish  untainted. 

Cogswell,  we  take  our  hats  off  to  you  ;  you  are  sportsmen  and  gentlemen, 
commanding  our  respect  and  admiration  ! 


WITH  considerable  amusement  we  hear  and  read  the  views  of  the  Low- 
ellites  and  Lowell's  Football  Manager  regarding  the  California  In- 
terscholastic  Federation.  It  appears  that  the  Lowell  team,  now  that 
they  have  won  the  championship  of  the  S.  F.  A.  L.,  wants  to  play  the  cham- 
pion of  the  Federation  for  the  State  Championship.  They  lay  stress  upon  the 
point  that  the  winner  of  the  Federation  cannot  claim  the  State  Championship 
unless  they  defeat  the  Lowell  team.  No  doubt  the  Federation  champion  will 
not  claim  the  State  Championship,  but  will  claim  the  State  Federation  Cham- 
pionship, which  is  practically  the  same  thing. 

We  would  like  to  call  Lowell's  attention  to  the  fact  that  they  were,  in 
reality,  the  ones  who  brought  about  the  formation  of  the  S.  F.  A.  L.  independ- 
ent of  the  State  organization.  When  the  subject  of  affiliation  was  brought  up 
Lowell  was  of  the  opinion  that  the  High  Schools  of  San  Francisco  were  in  a 
class,  by  themselves  and  could  get  along  very  well  in  our  own  back  yard. 

Now,  it  would  appear  that  Lowell  has  become  tired  of  our  back  yard, 
and  has  her  eyes  over  the  fence.  It  is  indeed  amusing  to  hear  what  the 
Lowellites  have  to  say  now  in  contrast  to  what  they  said  then.  Lowell 
knew,  very  well,  as  did  the  rest  of  us,  that  if  the  High  Schools  of  San  Fran- 
cisco did  not  join  the  Federation,  the  San  Francisco  teams  would  not  be  able 
to  compete  with  the  teams  of  the  State  organization,  except  in  practice  games. 
Lowell  was  foremost  in  the  denunciation  of  the  State  organization,  but  now 
that  she  is  tired  of  her  own  toy,  is  very  anxious  to  play  with  the  toy  belong- 
ing to  the  fellow  next  door. 

When  the  Interscholastic  Federation  was  formed,  we  sent  our  heartiest 
approval  to  its  officials,  but  at  the  same  time  remained  in  the  local  League. 
We  fully  believed,  and  do  yet.  that  the  S.  F.  A.  L.  would  have  a  short  life,  and 
its  first  death  blow  has  been  delivered  by  its  foremost  founder! 

Lowell's  Manager  has  been  quoted  as  saying  that  this  being  a  free  coun- 
try we  do  not  have  to  be  affiliated  with  any  particular  League  to  play  for 
the  State  Championship.  We  certainly  agree  with  the  Lowell  Manager  in  that 
this  is  a  "free  country"  but  at  the  same  time,  if  there  were  no  organized 
athletic  leagues,  there  would  be  no  athletic  contests — hence,  affiliation. 
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If  Lowell  does  play  the  winner  of  the  State  Federation,  no  doubt  her 
gas  bag  will  be  punctured.  In  ease  the  Federation  refuses  to  recognize  the 
S.  F.  A.  L.  Champion,  which  it  has  every  right  to  do,  the  chances  are  that 
Lowell  will  carry  out  her  threat  and  protest,  claiming  the  State  Championship. 

If  Lowell  can  get  any  satisfaction  in  claiming  the  State  Championship, 
let  her  rave.  It  is  easy  enough  for  Lowell  to  convince  herself  that  she  has  a 
perfect  right  to  play  for  the  State  Championship,  but  it  is  an  entirely  different 
matter  when  it  comes  to  convincing  the  rest  of  us  that  she  has  such  a  right, 
especially  when  Lowell's  fiery  denunciation  of  a  few  months  ago  hasn't  had 
a  chance  to  cool  and  is  still  ringing  in  our  ears.  Really,  the  situation  is 
laughable. 


Did  You  Ever  Notice,  That: 

Those  who  are  the  most  down  on  a  thing,  are  generally  the  ones  who- 

are  the  least  up  on  it? 

Education  only  teaches  us  the  great  extent  of  what  we  do  not  know?' 
When  you   see   something   interesting  out   of  a   train   window,   the   train 

goes  by  two  miles  of  box  cars  on  a  siding? 


& 
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The  exchange  staff  feels  that  it  must  give  reason  for  the  frequent  use  of 
superlatives  in  the  following  review  of  contemporary  high  school  journals.  It 
is  not  in  a  spirit  of  flattery  that  they  are  used,  but  they  are  sincerely  and  seri- 
ously intended  as  an  appreciation  of  the  high  grade  of  journalistic  effort  which 
is  being  manifested  at  the  present  time.  The  magazines  criticized  are  not  picked 
and  chosen,  but  are  truly  representative  of  the  high  schools  of  the  country.  It 
will  be  noticed  that  what  unfavorable  criticism  there  is,  is  not  based  on  funda- 
mental differences  of  opinion,  but  is  directed  at  remediable  fault  or  error. 

No  fault  can  be  found  with  the  Aurora,  from  Nome,  Alaska.  From  cover 
to  cover  the  paper  is  excellent.  The  stories  are  very  instructive,  and  are  espe- 
cially interesting  to  one  who  has  seen  the  snowy  north  and  now  lives  in  "all  year 
round'*  sunny  California. 

The  spirit  shown  in  the  B.  H.  S.  Tattler,  Atlanta,  Ga.,  gives  promise  for  a 
monthly  of  high  merit  in  the  future.  School  news  is  related  inimitably,  but  the 
scope  is  not  of  sufficient  width.  The  short  story  prize  offered  should  aid  in  the 
development  of  the  literary  department. 

You  need  more  cuts,  Booster,  of  La  Crosse,  Wis.  A  few  snappy  cuts  would 
be  a  great  improvement.  Your  paper  is  good,  but  we  offer  the  same  criticism 
that  you  gave  the  Carroll  Echo:  "What  you  have  in  your  paper  is  good,  but 
don't  you  think  you  devote  too  much  space  to  advertisements?" 

Camosun,  Victoria,  B.  C,  sends  down  a  bright  and  entertaining  number 
from  Canada.  The  cover  design  and  the  cuts  are  good,  while  the  half-tones 
show  a  fully  equipped  school  to  be  proud  of.  The  assembly  hall  and  gymnasium 
as  depicted  would  be  a  credit  to  any  school  in  "the  states."  As  its  editor  points 
out,  "Camosun"  is  in  need  of  short  stories,  and  it  appears  to  have  the  talent  at 
hand  for  their  production. 

The  splendid  stories  in  Chanticleer,  Dixon,  Cal.,  give  the  paper  a  high 
standing.  This  standard,  we  are  glad  to  say,  is  upheld  by  the  rest  of  the 
paper.     Place  a  few  cuts  in  your  next  edition. 

Crimson  and  White,  Albany,  N.  Y.,  fulfills  so  well  the  requirements  set  forth 
in  one  of  its  editorials,  and  the  spirit  shown  in  it  applies  so  universally  that  it 
seems  best  to  quote  their  ideal  of  a  school  paper:  "It  is  our  school  paper,  pub- 
lished and  supported  entirely  by  the  students,  and  is  one  of  the  most  important 
features  of  high  school.  It  is  the  chain  which  connects  the  classes  and  students 
in  one  co-operative  body ;  it  is  a  promoter  of  school  spirit ;  it  is  the  medium 
through  which  we  are  brought  into  close  contact  with  one  another ;  with  the 
school  institutions;  with  the  alumni  and  with  the  bits  of  fun  and  gossip  which 
add  so  much  to  school  life."     Surely  this  is  the  ideal  of  every  school  paper! 
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The  Dynamo,  Newton,  Mass.,  is  a  fine  little  paper  in  its  new,  more  con- 
ventional shape.  The  articles  it  contains  are  worth  while.  A  few  good  stories, 
however,  would  make  the  issue  more  interesting.  The  appearance  of  the  edition 
would  be  improved  by  a  better  arrangement  of  material. 

Everyone  could  stand  up  and  say  that  the  Echo,  Santa  Rosa,  Cal,  is  a  fine 
example  of  a  school  paper.  The  arrangement  of  the  articles  is  orderly  and 
correct.     Lack  of  cuts  and  short  story  material  is  to  be  deprecated. 

There  is  room  for  improvement  in  Echoes,  Council  Bluffs,  Iowa.  We  would 
suggest  that  you  separate  the  various  departments,  get  more  stories,  and  abolish 
the  ads  on  the  front  pages.  A  few  cuts  and  a  table  of  contents  would  enhance 
the  value  of  your  issues. 

Helios,  from  Grand  Rapids,  Mich.,  has  a  splendid  cover  design.  The  cuts 
throughout  are  also  excellent.     Why  not  try  to  lengthen  the  exchange  column  ? 

Westfield  High  School,  Mass.,  performs  the  miracle  of  issuing  a  twenty- 
page  monthly  for  five  cents.  The  material  in  their  High  School  Herald  is  better 
than  that  in  many  more  pretentious  journals.  It  would  be  favoritism  to  com- 
mend any  one  department  over  another. 

Glad  to  see  you,  Lowell,  San  Francisco!  Your  journalistic  prowess  gives 
us  more  pleasure  than  your  recent  athletic  success  did.  While  the  department 
headings  are  good,  are  they  not  very,  very  old?  Your  stories  are  always  ap- 
preciated, and  they  almost  make  us  forget  the  absence  of  a  joke  department. 
This  latter  omission  is  an  almost  unforgivable  sin. 

Could  you  not,  Madrono,  of  Palo  Alto,  Cal.,  get  out  a  journal  which  would 
be  as  much  of  a  credit  to  you  as  your  football  teams  have  been?  Your  stories 
are  creditable,  but  why  put  excellent  cuts,  which  were  made  years  ago  with  some 
new,  but  very  poor  ones?    Put  your  artists  to  work.     Make  them  draw! 

The  feature  that  stands  out  most  prominently  in  the  commencement  Man- 
zanita,  Watsonville,  Cal.,  is  the  fine  exchange  department  it  possesses.  Another 
asset  is  the  number  of  really  good  stories.  The  October  number  lives  up  to  this 
standard. 

The  Mirror  from  Sharon,  Pa.,  has  some  fine  spirited  stories.  The  ex- 
changes are  written  in  the  most  original  style  we  have  yet  seen.  Like  most  of 
our  eastern  exchanges,  you  sadly  lack  good  cuts. 

Good  stories — good  cuts — good  departments — good  front  cover — good  issue 
— characterize  the  Orange  and  Black,  Coalinga,  Cal.  A  stroke  of  diplomacy 
is  effected  by  dedicating  it  to  its  advertisers,  who,  by  their  numerous  contribu- 
tions made  such  a  sincere  and  newsy  paper  possible.  The  exchange  department 
brings  forth  a  new  method  of  reviewing  journals,  which  is  successful  except  in 
being  somewhat  brief  and  incomplete. 

The  Polytechnic,  San  Francisco,  has  the  very  finest  cuts  we  have  seen  in  a 
long  while.  They  undoubtedly  have  a  clever  staff  of  artists.  The  remainder 
of  the  paper  is  well  above  the  average. 

The  Purple  and  Gold  monthly,  Clarksville,  Tenn.,  is  a  compact  book  full 
of  short  interesting  articles.  The  story,  "In  the  Course  of  the  Day,"  is  very 
well  written.     Stir  up  your  artists  and  get  some  cuts. 

The  quality  of  the  literary  department  and  the  arrangement  of  the  work  in 
Reveille,  Newark,  Ohio,  appear  to  be  below  standard.  The  excellent  cuts  are 
a  redeeming  feature. 

The  Scribe,  Oakland,  Cal.,  was  a  pleasure  to  read.  All  your  departments 
are  up-to-date  and  well  balanced.  Your  operetta,  "Windmills  of  Holland,"  was 
of  special  interest  to  us,  as  we  are  considering  giving  it  some  time  in  the  future. 
Here's  success  to  all  your  dramatic  efforts  and  congratulations  to  your  fine  or- 
chestra ! 

Although  it  is  the  first  attempt  of  the  school  at  publication,  the  Skip,  from 
Sutter  Creek,  Cal.,  is  among  our  best  exchanges.     Your  literary  department  is 
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excellent  and  your  athletic  department  shows  fine  school  spirit.  Have  yon  no 
artists?     The  one  point  your  paper  needs  to  be  strengthened  in  is  the  cuts. 

"In  Jocose  Vim,"  a  story  that  appeared  in  the  Harvest  number  of  the 
Spy,  Kenosha,  Wis.,  is  very  cleverly  written.  The  arrangement  of  material  in 
your  commencement  number  is  unique  and  quite  stylish.  You  have  something 
most  papers  lack,  in  good,  lively  poems.  The  only  thing  "below  par"  is  your 
cover.     Get  a  better  one  next  time. 

The  Student,  Oklahoma  City,  Okla.,  is  remarkable  in  its  excellence.  Super- 
latives alone  would  describe  it:  the  literary  work,  art  work,  poetry  (yes,  real 
poetry!)  and  the  spirit  shown  through  the  organizations  being  of  unusual 
strength  and  worth.  "What  the  World  Owes  Luther  Burbank,"  and  "An  Autumn 
Idyl,"  show  exceptional  literary  power. 

The  Student  Lantern,  from  Saginaw,  Mich.,  contains  a  consistent  literary 
department.  Although  there  are  only  two  stories,  they  are  exceedingly  good. 
The  "Monologue  in  a  Class  Room"  is  clever.  A  fly  leaf  and  a  few  more  cuts 
of  better  quality  would  improve  your  paper. 

The  poetry  and  the  stories  in  Tokay,  Lodi.  Cal.,  are  the  best  of  any  high 
school  journal  we  have  had  the  pleasure  of  reviewing.  The  annual,  as  a  whole, 
maintains  a  consistently  high  quality,  except  in  the  cuts,  which,  though  numerous, 
are  not  well  executed.  Unintended  ( we  hope )  humor  is  created  by  placing  a 
picture  of  the  freshman  class  opposite  the  page  of  jokes. 

Tolo,  Seattle,  Wash.,  is  an  all  around  meritorious  paper.  Although  your 
cuts  are  workmanlike,  you  need  some  original  ones.  Leave  out  the  ads  on  the 
front  pages  and  improve  the  appearance  of  your  publication. 

It  is  a  great  pleasure  when  we  receive  the  Totem  from  Seattle,  Wash.  The 
cuts  are  good,  the  stories  snappy  and  the  joshes  the  best  to  be  read.  We  notice 
with  regret  the  lack  of  an  athletic  department. 

The  October  Wilmerding  Life  from  the  school  across  the  street  is  a  splendid 
edition  crammed  with  interesting  articles.  The  prize  essay  on  Lincoln  commands 
recognition.     Your  cuts  show  ability,  W.  L. ! 

The  commencement  Ye  Sotoyoman,  Healdsburg,  Cal.,  is  a  massive,  well 
proportioned  work.  Of  particular  interest  is  the  story,  "Which  Was  the  Bride?" 
which  is  as  tantalizing  as  Stockton's  "The  Lady  or  the  Tiger?"  The  page  of 
combined  photographs  and  cartoons  is  clever,  and  the  charcoal  sketches  please. 
But  how  are  we  to  know  who  has  done  this  good  work?  A  list  of  the  staff 
has  been  omitted. 

In  addition  to  the  dignified  monthlies,  quarterlies  and  annuals  which  visit 
us  regularly,  a  group  of  sprightly  weeklies  entertain  us  with  their  more  up- 
to-the-minute  news.  The  faithful  quartette  that  never  misses  a  week  consists 
of  the  following:  The  S.  H.  R.  S.  Weekly,  Santa  Rosa,  Cal.;  the  Sherman 
Bulletin,  Riverside,  Cal.:  the  Carlisle  Arrow,  Carlisle,  Pa.;  the  Visalia  High 
School  News,  Visalia,  Cal. 

From  the  University  of  California  comes  the  Daily  Calif ornian;  Stanford 
honors  us  with  the  monthly  Chaparral  and  the  Daily  Palo  Alto. 


Complimentary. 

Miss  Denny:     "Who  was  the  mother  of  Shakespeare?' 
Adams :     "Mary  Garden." 


Oh,   Yes! 


Miss  Denny :     "Name  a  play  of  Shakespeare's. 
Bright  Soph  :     "Julia  Caesar." 


cljool  Notes 


Cfje  dailies 

During  the  second  quarter  we  have  had  several  most  interesting  rallies. 
Of  course,  football  was  the  main  topic  for  discussion,  and  the  atmosphere  of 
the  games  pervaded  the  corridors  each  time  the  subject  was  given  an  airing. 

At  the  several  football  rallies,  every  member  of  the  team  was  given  a 
chance  to  express  himself  regarding  the  work  of  the  team.  "Noisy"  Nelson, 
"Dynamite"  Anderson,  "Jimmy"  Craig,  "Big  Lock"  Madden,  "Scotchy" 
MacDonald,  and  "Scrub"  Rolph  spoke  at  the  Lick-Cogswell  Rally.  At  the 
Lick-Commerce  Rally,  we  heard  from  Captain-elect  Garret  Buckley,  a 
fellow  who  has  all  the  necessary  "pep,"  and  if  given  the  necessary  backing 
will  undoubtedly  lead  next  year's  team  through  a  most  successful  season. 
""Breakaways"  Johnson  and  McCartney,  "Al"  Knorp,  "Ed"  Janssen,  Crim  and 
Le  Gal  (couldn't  separate  them),  "Chas."  Dewing,  "Slim"  Duncan,  "Phil" 
Frank,  Drady,  and  "Frenchy"  Rousellot  also  spoke. 

Before  the  Lowell  game  a  monstrous  outdoor  rally  was  held,  at  which, 
besides  numerous  other  features,  Lowell's  hopes  were  buried,  and  Lowell's 
entire  team,  including  Coach  Mullineaux  was  burnt  in  a  fiery  caldron.  Over 
the  caldron  three  of  the  most  terrible  witches  imaginable  were  seen,  chanting 
the  doom  soon  to  be  felt  at  Lowell. 

Several  valuable  days  were  given  over  to  the  discussion  of  the  amend- 
ment to  the  constitution,  which  was  finally  adopted.  This  amendment  was 
passed  by  a  large  majority,  and  provides  for  the  issuance  of  a  student  body 
ticket,  modeled  after  the  associated  students'  card  in  use  at  the  University  of 
•California,  which  will  admit  the  bearer  free  of  extra  charge  to  any  game,  or 
meet  in  which  Lick  is  a  participant. 

In  addition  to  the  free  admission,  a  copy  of  the  Tiger  is  given  each 
•quarter  to  the  holder  of  a  ticket.  This  makes  the  student  body  dues  fifty 
•cents  per  quarter  year. 

Editor  Hitzeroth  and  Manager  Kohlmoos  have,  at  various  times,  told  the 
students  of  the  future  issues  of  the  Tiger. 

The  support  given  Yell  Leader  Knorp  has  been  very  commendable. 
Keep  up  the  good  work,  fellows ! 
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Senior  Class 

With  E.  C.  Allsopp  as  President,  Hills  as  Secretary,  and  M.  E.  Wank  as 
Treasurer,  the  1915  Class  has  been  launched  into  its  Senior  year.  So  far  noth- 
ing of  importance  has  been  undertaken,  but  beginning  with  the  New  Year 
great  things  are  expected  from  the  "Exposition"  Class.  On  the  football  team 
many  Seniors  were  seen.  Janssen,  Nelson,  Rousselot,  Anderson,  Knorp,  Mad- 
den and  Captain  Feldcamp  were  the  Senior  representatives,  and  a  great  deal 
of  credit  is  due  them  for  their  good  work. 


3 untor  Class 


The  '16  Class  has  started  its  Junior  year  under  the  capable  leadership  of 
Fred  Banfield  as  President.  He  is  ably  supported  by  Secretary  Aaron,  and 
"Dues  extractor"  Drady.  The  Junior  members  on  the  football  team  also  de- 
serve much  credit  for  the  part  they  took  in  the  games.  McCartney,  Mc- 
Donald, D:  ady  and  Captain-elect  Buckley  were  the  Juniors  on  the  team. 


^op1)omore  Class 


The  '17  Class  started  in  with  lots  of  "pep"  this  year  and  has  kept  up  the 
good  work.  A  great  deal  of  rivalry  exists  this  year  between  the  Freshmen 
and  Sophomores.  This  is  very  marked  at  the  rallies  where  the  yelling  is  very 
keen.     Many  new  and  novel  yells  have  been  introduced  by  both  classes. 

At  an  election  early  in  the  term  the  following  class  officers  were  elected: 
Le  Gal,  President ;  Holberton,  Secretary ;  Waterhouse,  Treasurer. 

The  class  is  represented  in  the  Board  of  Control  by  Devereaux,  Christian 
and  Adams.  Under  the  guidance  of  Captain  Duncan  the  Sophomore  track 
team  was  able  to  win  the  interclass.  On  the  football  team  the  Sophomores 
had  six  reps:    Chim,  Le  Gal,  Duncan,  Morse,  Nelson  and  Holberton. 


jfrestjman  Class; 


Melville  Wank  was  chosen  by  the  Faculty  to  act  as  President  of  the 
Freshman  class.  He  is  preparing  them  for  their  Sophomore  year,  when  they 
will  be  able  to  take  hold  themselves.  The  Secretary-Treasurer  is  represented 
from  the  class  by  Gianini.  The  Freshmen  received  their  first  social  event  in 
the  Junior  Freshman  Jinks.  Everybody  had  the  time  of  his  life.  At  this  occa- 
sion the  Freshmen  were  endowed  with  the  true  Lick  "Spirit,"  and  since  then 
they  have  taken  a  marked  interest  in  student  activities,  and  it  is  to  be  hoped 
that  the  good  work  will  continue. 


2L.  w.  I.  B.  fr. 


On  October  17th,  the  thirty-third  semi-annual  convention  of  the  Debating 
League  of  California  was  held  under  the  auspices  of  the  L.  W.  L.  D.  S.  at  the 
Lux  School  of  Industrial  Training  at  10  a.  m.  President  Snyder  called  the 
meeting  to  order  promptly  at  10:15  a.  m.  The  minutes  of  the  previous  conven- 
tion were  read  and  approved.     Various  committees   were   appointed.     After  a 
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recess  the  reports  of  the  committees  were  read  and  accepted.  After  a  few  de- 
bates, debates  between  the  members,  the  delegates  voted  to  enter  the  University 
of  California  Debating-  League  as  one  unit,  and  to  shift  the  responsibility  of  the 
"Debater"  solely  on  the  editor  and  manager. 

From  12  to  2  o'clock  a  banquet,  prepared  by  the  Lux  girls,  was  held,  at  which 
many  fine   toasts   were  given. 

From  2  to  4,  we  listened  to  the  declamation  contest,  which  was  won  by 
Jerome  Bayer  of  the  Lowell  High  School.  Mr.  Heyman,  in  a  very  nice  speech, 
presented  Mr.  Bayer  with  the  declamation  medal. 

The  rest  of  the  afternoon  till  5  o'clock  was  spent  in  nominating  officers.  Our 
society  is  well  represented :  Grace  Logie,  Treasurer ;  Dudley  Stone,  Editor ; 
Paul  Parker,  Manager,  and  Abel  Labolot,  Secretary. 

In  the  evening  the  delegates  were  entertained  at  the  Golden  Gate  Com- 
mandery  Hall  by  the  annual  L.  W.  L.  D.  S.  farce  and  dance.  The  play  was  a 
clever  production  entitled  "Which  Is  Which?"  skillfully  coached  by  Miss  Coffin. 
Those  on  the  cast  were  Misses  Maginnis,  O'lney  and  Wetmore,  and  Messrs.  All- 
bright,  Labolot  and  Wank.  On  the  whole,  we  believe  that  the  delegates  enjoyed 
themselves  thoroughly. 

As  to  the  society,  a  new  constitution  has  been  adopted,  class  dues  paid  up  in 
fine  fashion,  and  the  society  is  progressing  satisfactorily. 


Camera  Club 

The  Camera  Club  has  been  unusually  active  during  the  past  quarter. 
On  November  17th.  the  Lick  Camera  Club  visited  the  California  Camera  Club, 
and  while  there  received  an  interesting  demonstration  on  enlarging.  Acting 
upon  this  idea,  Hall  has  been  working  diligently  upon  an  enlarging  camera, 
and  expects  to  have  it  in  operation  in  the  near  future.  Preparations  for  the 
future  are  being  made  in  the  shape  of  a  competition,  which  is  to  take  place 
next  February.  It  will  be  given  under  the  auspices  of  the  L.  W.  L.  Camera 
Club,  and  it  is  hoped  that  a  record-breaking  exhibition  will  result. 

<&\ce  Club 

Prospects  for  the  Glee  Club  are  exceedingly  brig-ht.  Interesting  new  se- 
lections are  being  added  to  the  repertoire  and,  after  Christmas  vacation,  a  new 
departure  is  promised.  The  Glee  Club,  with  the  help  of  the  Senior  Class 
and  the  German  Club,  is  expecting  to  give  an  operetta.  The  membership, 
however,  is  still  not  what  it  should  be,  and  in  order  to  make  the  opera  a 
success  the  support  of  every  available  voice  is  needed.  A  Caruso  voice  is 
not  necessary;  just  come  into  the  German  Room  on  Monday  and  Thurs- 
day afternoons  of  each  week,  and  your  voice  will  soon  take  on  the  tone  of  an 
artist. 

maDio  Club 

The  Radio  Club  is  now  a  prosperous  organization.  Owing  to  the  present 
war  ban  on  wireless  stations,  no  sending  or  receiving  can  be  done.  President 
McGown,  however,  has  obtained  a  room  in  the  shop  building,  and  he  is  per- 
sonally conducting  daily  code  practice.  The  sending  and  receiving  sets  are 
under  course  of  construction  and  when  completed  the  club  will  be  able  to 
send  messages  to  any  point  around  the  bay  counties,  and  receive  up  to  three 
thousand  miles. 
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€i)c  #rclRStra 

During  the  past  quarter,  the  Orchestra  has  faithfully  practiced  each 
Tuesday  afternoon  at  3:10.  As  yet  they  have  not  made  a  public  appear- 
ance, but  expect  to  "startle  the  natives"  at  the  final  rally  this  quarter.  The 
number  of  pieces  has  dwindled,  until  now  but  nine  remain.  The  present 
term's  work  has  been  greatly  hindered  by  the  loss  of  Altland,  the  pianist, 
but  Scandrett  has  taken  his  place,  and  bright  prospects  loom  up  in  the  future. 

©hulete  Club 

The  "Uku"  Club  has  recently  been  organized  at  Lick,  to  accommodate 
several  of  the  more  musical  students  here.  At  present  the  membership  is 
rather  small,  due  to  recent  organization,  but  undoubtedly  many  more  will 
avail  themselves  of  an  opportunity  to  join  shortly.  The  club  certainly  puts 
lots  of  "pep"  into  the  rallies,  and  with  an  increased  membership  big  things 
will  be  heard  from  it.  The  "Uku"  Club  leaders  are  Mead  and  Havre,  and  the 
members  include  Waterhouse,  Parker  and  Schwartz. 

Senior  Seminar 

The  Senior  Seminar  has  been  poorly  supported.  The  Seniors  attending 
have  been  very  few,  and  the  lower  classmen  have  had  practically  no  repre- 
sentation. This  is  an  activity  which  should  be  well  supported,  for  it  enables 
the  students  to  get  good  ideas  along  various  subjects  and  at  the  same  time 
give  those  who  have  willingly  offered  their  services,  due  support  and  en- 
couragement. 

Those  who  have  failed  to  attend  the  Seminars  have  missed  several  good 
lectures.  Bennet  gave  a  good  talk  on  Portland  Cement,  and  Parker  gave  an 
illustrated  lecture  upon  Alaska,  which  was  very  interesting.  Flaherty  gave  an 
excellent  and  enlightening  talk  upon  the  most  stubborn  mechanical  contriv- 
ance— the  gas  engine.  Wickersham  spoke  upon  Wireless  Telegraphy — upon 
the  receiving  end  in  particular. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  students  will,  after  the  holidays  are  over,  give 
the  Seminar  the  necessary  support.  The  Juniors  in  particular,  as  well  as  the 
lower  classmen,  should  bear  in  mind  the  fact  that  some  day  they  will  be 
Seniors  and  will  have  to  conduct  the  Seminar,  so  consequently  they  should 
now  give  the  present  Seniors  the  support  which  they  themselves  will  expect 
in  the  future. 


The  "Witches" 
Scenes  at  the  Outdoor  Kali) 


Pres.  Jau.sNCU 
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Ci)r  Junior  Banrr 


On  Friday  evening,  December  4th,  the  1916  Class  gave  the  Annual  Junior 
Hop  at  Golden  Gate  Commandery  Hall.  The  dance  was  preceded  by  a  sketch 
entitled,  ''The  Teeth  of  the  Gift  Horse,"  which  was  very  cleverly  staged  by  Mis? 
Cofhn.     The  cast  was  as  follows : 

Dick  Butler   Fred  Banfield 

Devlin  Blake    Wallace  Thacher 

Florence  Butler Miss  June  Alexander 

Marietta  Williams    Miss  Beatrice  Hess 

Anne   Fisher    Miss  Viola   Nordman 

Katie    Miss    Anna    McCormick 

After  the  farce  the  floor  was  cleared,  and  the  rest  of  the  evening  given  over 
to  dancing-  and  those  present  most  certainly  spent  an  enjoyable  evening.  An- 
other step  taken  by  our  faculty  toward  "progression"  was  the  introduction  of 
the  three-step,  which  will  hereafter — we  hope — be  always  found  on  the  "Bill 
of  Fare."  Not  mentioning  any  names,  we  think  that  our  new  faculty  member 
was  more  or  less  responsible  for  the  appearance  of  the  three-step  in  the  order  of 
dances.  If  so,  we  are  very  grateful  to  her,  for  the  three-step  is  one  dance  that 
the  students  have  been  more  than  anxious  to  have  at  their  social  affairs. 


Physics  IV :  Allsopp,  squirming  in  his  seat. 
Mr.  Plumb:  "What's  the  matter,  Allsopp?" 
Allsopp  :    "The  seat  don't  fit." 


Old  English   (by  Chaucer) — "And  smale  fowles  maken  melodye." 
Modern  English   (by  Marks) — "And  young  chickens  make  music. 


Boston  Ccdjnologj) 


Since  the  combination  of  Harvard  College  and  the  Massachusetts  Insti- 
tute of  Technology,  the  Institute  has  become  the  foremost  engineering  col- 
lege in  the  world.  We  have  a  new  set  of  buildings  under  construction  on  the 
Charles  River,  which  are  to  be  completed  in  1915.  At  present  we  are  in  the 
heart  of  noisy  Boston. 

Lick  is  well  represented  here  by  four  men. 

H.  J.  Berg,  '11,  is  a  Senior  in  the  Mechanical  Engineering  Department, 
and  makes  a  practice  of  carrying  some  of  the  big  engines  in  his  pockets.  He 
likes  Boston  life  very  much,  but  has  not  yet  acquired  a  taste  for  the  famous 
"Boston  Beans." 

Page  Austin,  '12,  is  a  Junior  in  the  M.  E.  Dept.  He  is  upholding  the 
high  standard  of  Lick  and  ranks  high  in  length  and  scholarship  among  the 
fellows  here.  He  is  so  quiet  that  one  can  not  tell  how  much  he  thinks  of  the 
celebrated  Boston  Culture,  but  I  take  it  that  he  gives  his  word  of  approval. 

H.  O.  Sommer,  '10,  is  a  Senior  in  the  Electrical  Engineering  Depart- 
ment, which  has  the  reputation  of  being  the  big  "Grind  Course."  He  is  sur- 
prising us  all  by  his  excellent  work  and  certainly  is  down  to  the  real  thing. 
His  one  "hobby"  is  Grand  Opera,  and  I  am  afraid  that  if  it  were  not  for  his 
loyal  support  last  year,  the  songsters  would  have  starved  to  death. 

E.  W.  Brown,  '11,  is  also  a  senior  in  the  Electrical  Engineering  Depart- 
ment, and  is  Sommer's  partner  in  the  labs. 

Although  we  are  far  away  from  Dear  Old  Lick,  we  often  think  of  the 
happy  days  we  spent  there.  We  send  happy  greetings  and  wish  the  Tiger 
and  Student  Body  a  very  successful  year. 


gstanforti 


At  Stanford  this  year  from  out  the  largest  Freshman  class  that  has  ever 
registered,  we  welcomed  three  little  Lick  'i4ers.  "Abe"  Schwarzenbeck,  "Bill" 
Waterman  and  "Babe"  Walker  are  the  men  (isn't  it  strange  that  a  boy  becomes  a 
man  as  soon  as  he  gets  to  college?) 
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Schwarzenbeck,  who  is  studying  mining  engineering,  has  donned  the  abbre- 
viated trousers  (if  1  weren't  so  polite  I'd  say  pants),  and  may  be  seen  each 
evening  ambling  o'er  the  green  in  pursuit  of  the  elusive  pigskin. 

"Babe,"  a  civil  engineer  student,  was  elected  captain  of  the  "Fresh"  fifteen 
and  played  regularly  at  half.  "Babe"  also  worked  his  way  to  sub-half  next  to 
Erb,  on  the  varsity. 

Waterman,  who  edited  the  1914  Tiger,  is  studying  journalism.  Waterman 
is  contributing  to  Chappie,  the  college  comic,  and  is  President  of  the  Freshman 
Debating  Society. 

Altogether  there  are  about  twelve  Lick  Students  registered  at  Stanford. 

Fred  Worth,  Student  Body  President  of  191 2,  has  made  a  name  for  himself 
as  an  oarsman.     Fred  is  an  economics  major  with  Junior  standing. 

One  of  Fred's  inseparable  pals  is  "Buffalo  Bill"  Cody,  who  as  a  member  of 
the  '13  Class  attended  Lick  for  about  a  year.  "Bill,"  waving  his  arms  wildly 
in  what  seems  to  be  the  remnants  of  some  old  Indian  signs,  is  among  the  Juniors 
who  are  amusing  the  bleacherites  while  contesting  for  the  position  of  assistant 
yell-leader.     He  majors  in  mining  engineering. 

H.  P.  Holmes,  ex.  '11,  has  fond  (is  it  not  Shakespeare  or  Robert  W.  Cham- 
bers or  one  of  those  masters  who  used  "fond"  in  the  sense  of  foolish?)  desires  of 
some  day  becoming  a  mining  engineer. 

"On  again — off  again"  Beard  is  registered  once  more  this  semester.  He 
was  at  Lick  in  the  fall  of  1910,  after  he  had  graduated  from  Centerville  High 
School.     Beard  is  studying  mining  engineering. 

That  it  is  true  that  "still  water  runs  deep"  has  been  proved  by  the  marks 
(high-water  marks.  Help!)  the  Waters  brothers  have  been  unduly  influencing 
the  faculty  to  place  on  their  cards.  E.  G.,  Lick  '11,  is  a  Junior  in  civil  engineer- 
ing, while  R.  W.,  '13,  wears  the  red  hat  feared  by  Freshmen,  and  is  studying 
botany. 

Paul  Wormser,  '11,  wears  a  senior  sombrero  and  works  hard  (queer  com- 
bination that ! )  Paul  had  to  stay  out  of  college  a  year  ago  on  account  of  his  health, 
but  is  all  right  now.     He  is  taking  an  electrical  engineering  course. 

From  naughty  nine  at  Lick  is  G.  E.  Gill,  a  C.  E.  student.  Gill  went  to  the 
"little  school  neath  the  hill"  for  two  years  and  then  transferred  to  Palo<  Alto. 

Last  but  not —  ( word  censored  by  government  for  fear  of  causing  a  war 
among  the  students)  is  the  Tiger's  war  correspondent  at  the  front,  Arthur 
Wynne.  Of  course  he  is  out  for  Rugby  and  was  fortunate  enough  to  play  on 
the  winning  interclass  fifteen  last  fall  and  on  the  interclass  championship  baseball 
team  last  spring,  which  adds  two  new  jerseys  to  his  wardrobe — and  reduces  the 
laundry  bill.     He  is  a  senior — but  enough  of  him. 

Speaking  of  war,  George  Heynemann,  'it,  must  not  be  forgotten,  as  he  spent 
the  past  summer  in  the  war  zone.  George  accomplished  the  unusual  feat  of 
graduating  from  Stanford  in  three  years  by  the  dint  of  advanced  standing  on  his 
entrance  credits,  a  summer  session  at  U.  C,  and  hard  work  here.  George  scored 
in  a  splendid  characterization  of  a  German  in  the  Senior  farce  last  May. 

Editor's  Note :  Arthur  Wynne's  copy  arrived  too  late  to  go  in  the  last  issue 
of  the  Tiger,  and  since  then,  as  we  all  know,  Stanford  has  won  the  Big  Game. 
"Artie"  is  some  prophet.  At  the  end  of  his  sheet  was:  "Just  a  word  of  prophecy: 
"Stanford  will  win  the  Big  Game."  Whether  or  not  Wynne's  wonderful  occult 
and  supernatural  powers  had  anything  to  do  with  Stanford's  winning  the  Big 
Game  we  do  not  know  ;  at  any  rate,  he  called  the  turn. 


JWed)antcal  Bratoing 


The  Freshies  have  finished  several  exercise  sheets  and  are  now  working 
on  their  compass  exercises.  The  Sophomores  are  bnsy  digging  out  the 
points  on  penetrations  and  developments.  They  are  now  finding  out  that 
accurate  work  is  needed.  Mr.  Heymann's  problems  have  set  some  of  the 
Juniors  thinking.  Holmes,  in  advance  of  the  others,  has  revised  some  draw- 
ings for  the  Lux  window  curtains.  Townley  is  designing  a  guard  for  a 
circle  saw. 

The  ten  members  of  the  A.  O.  P.  S.  are  always  busy.  Felcamp  is  draw- 
ing a  Scotch  marine  boiler.  Nelson  is  working  on  a  testing  plant  for  the 
centrifugal  pump  completed  in  the  machine  shop.  Craig  has  finished  the 
tracings  for  the  laboratory  apparatus  and  is  now  calculating  for  a  water- 
wheel.  Flaherty  is  completing  some  tracings  for  a  fire-escape.  Eskilson  is 
making  the  tracings  of  an  18-foot  windmill. 


pattern  ^f)op 


The  Freshmen  are  satisfied  now,  as  they  are  all  working  on  machines. 
They  have  had  several  talks  from  Mr.  McLaren  on  tools  and  stones.  Beck- 
man  is  doing  exceptionally  well.  The  apprentice,  Thatcher,  besides  working 
on  the  steam  hoist  patterns,  has  completed  several  odd  jobs,  including  a 
pattern  of  an  exhaust  manifold  for  a  gas  engine. 


jforgt  ^!)op 


Most  of  the  classes  in  this  department  have  finished  their  welding  exer- 
cises and  are  working  on  their  tongs  and  steel  tools.  The  tempering  of  the 
lathe  tools  is  one  of  the  most  important  exercises,  and  the  Sophs  find  it  very 
interesting.  Work  on  the  new  Wilmerding  fence  is  rapidly  advancing 
towards  completion. 


Jfounbrp 


The  last  pouring  in  this  department  turned  out  very  successfully.  Some 
of  the  castings  turned  out  were  :  a  small  two-cylinder  gas  engine,  a  single- 
cylinder  three  horse-power  gas  engine,  and  two  drums  for  the  steam  hoist. 
Another  pouring  will  be  made  before  Christmas  and  the  Sophs  are  earnestly 
working  on  the  molds  of  fly  wheels,  parts  for  the  vacuum  pump  and  air 
compressor. 
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Everyone  seems  to  be  bus}-  in  this  department  and  the  amount  of  finished 
work  turned  out  this  quarter  certainly  proves  it.  Anderson  has  completed  a 
centrifugal  pump  and  is  now  working  on  a  vaccum  pump.  Pengelly  is  rapid- 
ly progressing  at  his  work  on  the  steam  hoist.  The  Junior  apprentices  are 
all  working  on  odd  jobs.  Some  wood-working  lathes  have  been  overhauled 
and  a  number  of  vises  are  being  made  for  this  department. 

Chief  Dixon's  happy  mood  vanished  during  the  days  of  all  the  armature- 
trouble,  but  now  that  everything  is  running  along  nicely,  he  wears  his  broad 
smile  again.  He  states  that  owing  to  the  increase  of  prices  on  raw  material 
due  to  the  war,  Uneeda  Hand  Paste  will  hereafter  sell  at  10  cents  straight. 


Cijcmtstrj) 


The  Sophomores  are  becoming  acquainted  with  the  wonders  of  chem- 
istry. They  have  just  completed  a  set  of  experiments  and  are  to  soon  start 
on  valence.  The  Juniors,  Anderson  and  Wilbrand,  are  completing  their  pre- 
liminary work  on  acids,  and  will  soon  run  qualitative  analysis  on  solid  un- 
knowns. The  Seniors,  Bennett,  Russelot,  and  Holman,  are  analyzing  soils 
and  are  about  to  start  on  the  analysis  of  water.  The  C.  S.  M.  A.  C.  A.  S.  R.  S. 
has  planned  several  outings  for  the  coming  season,  and  has  had  an  outing 
to  Willow  Camp. 


The  Only   Lowell   "Hep"  at  the  Outdoor  Rail} 
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The  season's  over,  and  in  spite  of  our  not  winning  a  championship,  it  was 
one  of  the  most  successful  seasons  ever  indulged  in  by  a  Lick  team.  As 
usual,  the  team  made  an  uphill  fight.  They  fought  their  way  from  a  despised, 
weak  team,  to  one  that  emerged  from  the  hard  sub-league  series  ahead  of 
every  rival,  and  qualified  for  the  championship.  This  year's  football  team 
stands  as  a  supreme  example  of  the  main  attribute  of  all  past  Lick  teams. 
It  was  a  team  of  fighters,  a  team  that  never  quit,  a  team  that  you  couldn't 
scare,  and  a  team  that  had  success. 

This  is  its  history.  The  practice  season  started  with  a  very  small  squad, 
which  was  taken  in  hand  by  Artie  Wynne,  '11.  Only  five  of  these  men  had 
ever  played  in  a  league  contest.  In  spite  of  this  dreary  outlook,  however, 
these  boys  did  their  best  to  learn  the  game,  and  they  tackled  and  fell  on  the 
ball  every  day  for  the  two  weeks  before  the  first  game  with  Fremont.  Lick 
lost  on  this  occasion,  as  in  practically  all  of  her  pre-season  games,  and  from 
this  time  on  was  absolutely  without  a  coach,  except  for  occasional  visits  by 
members  of  last  year's  team.  Elmer  McLaughlin,  especially,  gave  the  team 
much  advice  and  took  a  deep  interest  in  it. 

To  delve  into  the  entire  practice  season  would  bring  out  only  a  repetition 
of  reverses,  but  it  might  be  mentioned  that  games  were  played  with  the  in- 
vaders, Fremont,  Vallejo,  Alameda,  Tamalpais  Military  Academy,  St.  Mary's 
Second  Team,  Wilmerding  and  Polytechnic.  All  but  one  of  these  were  lost. 
Some  idea  of  the  weakness  of  the  team  during  its  practice  season  may  be  had 
by  quoting  the  sum  of  the  scores  in  all  of  the  practice  games.  This  score  was : 
Opponents,  157;  Lick,  25. 

That  these  men  could,  after  such  discouraging  circumstances,  fight  their 
way  to  victory  against  teams  even  stronger  than  they  had  played,  is  a  triumph 
worth  recording.  The  sum  of  the  scores  in  all  of  the  league  games  compared 
with  the  practice  games  surely  illustrates  this  triumph:  Opponents,  30; 
Lick.  50. 

It  is  only  reasonable  to  assume  that  this  team,  the  "fighting  terrors  of 
the  league,"  should  have  as  their  leader  a  man  of  "never  say  die  spirit,"  of 
grim  determination,  a  man  of  power,  of  gameness  and  of  FIGHT!  This  is  a 
description  of  that  earnest  little  captain  of  this  year,  Captain  Feldcamp.  He 
is  the  "miracle  man,"  whose  work  made  for  Lick  her  this  year's  "miracle 
team!"  Too  much  can  not  be  said  in  praise  of  Captain  Feldcamp.  He  not 
only  coached  the  team  in  practice  and  on  the  field,  but  entered  heart  and  soul 
into  instilling  into  each  individual  member  of  his  squad  his  own  determina- 
tion to  fight  against  all  odds.  If  Lick  captains  to  come  can  compare  with 
"Swede"   Feldcamp  as  a  fig'hter — for  Lick — they  will  need  no  more  praise. 

Behind  him,  "Swede"  had  a  worthy  squad.  The  men  who  played  in  the 
league  games  are  as  follows :     Janssen,  Johnson,  McCartney,  Madden,  Knorp, 
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Le  Gal,  Trim.  Nelson,  Frank,  Dewing,  Rousselot,  Buckley,  Anderson.  Peter- 
son. Duncan,  Rolph,  Craig,  Drady,  Holberton,  MacDonald,  Morse,  and  Hansen. 
To  every  one  of  these  men,  whether  a  star  or  a  substitute,  is  due  the  ever- 
lasting thanks  of  the  student  body  for  keeping  alive  the  old  Lick  tradition  of 
putting  out  a  "fighting  football  team!"  They  are,  every  single  one  of  them, 
fighters. 

Following  is  a  summary  of  the  league  games : 

Hick  17,  Commerce  5 

This  was  the  first  game  of  the  season  and  the  play  was  necessarily  erratic. 
but  the  fight  of  our  forwards  carried  Commercial's  heavier  team  off  its  feet. 
The  ball  was  on  Commerce's  twenty-five-yard  line  for  practically  the  entire 
game,  and  had  it  not  been  for  a  run  of  the  length  of  the  field,  on  what  looked 
to  be  an  offside  play,  the  Tigers  would  have  had  a  shut-out  to  their  credit. 
The  first  half  ended  with  the  score  5  to  0  in  favor  of  Lick,  Johnson  having 
scored.  In  the  second  half,  after  scoring  this  try,  the  blue  and  white  aggre- 
gation proved  easy  marks,  McCartney  scoring  twice,  and  Johnson  once  in  this 
half.  Ed  Janssen's  work  in  the  line-outs  was  marveled  at  by  the  rooters,  who 
pronounced  it  a  good  game. 

Slick  6,  Cagstuell  3 

This  was  by  far  the  greatest  game  of  the  season  from  a  Lick  stand- 
point, as  it  illustrated,  for  the  first  time,  that  Lick  had  a  team  that  would 
figure.  The  "boys"  went  into  the  game  with  these  comparative  scores  star- 
ing them  in  the  face:  Cogswell,  9;  Alameda,  0,  and  Lick,  0;  Alameda,  37. 
Did  this  bother  them?  Not  a  bit!  They  entered  that  game  with  a  deter- 
mination to  fight  that  has  never  been  equaled.  The  result  was  that  the  fast 
heavy  Cogswell  team  was  absolutely  defeated,  in  one  of  the  most  surprising 
games  ever  seen  in  High  School  athletics.  Every  man  on  that  team  played 
the  game  of  his  life,  right  from  the  whistle.  The  entire  first  half  was  a  see- 
saw from  one  end  of  the  field  to  the  other.  Our  forwards  outplayed  Cogs- 
well's and  our  backs  played  a  wonderful  defensive  game.  The  first  half  ended 
with  the  score  0-0. 

In  the  second  half,  the  Black  and  Gold  "made  good."  Encouraged  by 
their  brilliant  showing  in  the  first  half,  they  repeatedly  carried  the  ball  to 
the  Cogswell  line,  and  after  ten  minutes  of  play,  Johnson  scooped  the  bah 
from  the  loose  and  dodged  over  the  line  for  a  sensational  try.  In  spite  of 
the  wild  enthusiasm  of  the  rooters,  the  team  knew  that  they  had  to  fight  to 
hold  the  lead.  They  thus  followed  up  this  first  score  by  another,  this  time 
with  Buckley,  our  next  year's  captain,  carrying  the  ball.  Neither  try  was 
converted.  Lick  played  on  the  defensive  for  the  remainder  of  the  game  and 
Cogswell  scored  once  before  the  whistle  ended  the  battle.  There  were  no 
few  stars  on  the  Lick  side,  but  the  team  playing  as  a  unit  was  a  star! 

Hick  11,  g>t.  Sgnatitts  0 

On  Saturday,  October  31,  we  met  and  easily  defeated  St.  Ignatius,  11  to  0. 
Many  long  passing  rushes  were  the  redeeming  features  of  an  otherwise  slow 
game.  The  scoring  was  all  done  in  the  first  half.  A  passing  rush  ended  by 
Rolph  scoring  the  first  try,  which  was  converted,  making  the  score  5  to  0. 
"Jumbo"  Madden  followed  this  by  plowing  his  way  through  the  Ignatians  in  a 
line-out  for  the  second  try.  The  attempt  at  goal  failed,  leaving  the  score  8 
to  0.  Shortly  before  the  end  of  the  half  Madden  again  scored;  this  time  from  a 
passing  rush  among  the  forwards.  The  try  for  goal  failed,  and  the  score 
remained  1 1  to  0  all  through  the  second  half,  which  was  marked  by  the  great 
defense  put  up  by  the  St.  Ignatius  team. 
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Lick  and  Cogswell  met  for  the  second  time  on  Saturday  morning,  No- 
vember 7,  on  St.  Ignatius  Field.  The  first  game  was  nullified,  due  to  the  fact 
that  an  ineligible  player  was  in  the  Lick  line-up.  The  contest  proved  to  be 
one  of  the  fastest  and  cleanest  exhibitions  of  Rugby  in  the  local  league  up  to 
that  date. 

The  Lick  try  was  scored  by  Claire  Johnson  in  the  latter  part  of  the  first 
half.  A  scrum  was  formed  on  Cogswell's  twenty-five-yard  line,  from  which 
McCartney  and  Johnson  dribbled  the  ball  into  a  loose  field.  "Mac"  scooped 
it  up,  carried  it  about  ten  yards,  and  passed  to  Johnson,  who  registered  the 
try.    The  try  for  goal  failed  and  the  half  ended  with  Lick  leading  3  to  0. 

The  second  half  was  a  kicking  one.  The  ball  was  booted  up  and  down 
the  field.  Pulltack  Anderson  pulled  us  out  of  many  a  tight  hole.  His  long, 
accurate  boots  found  touch  regularly  for  large  gains. 

When  the  play  was  about  half  over,  Cogswell's  backfield  at  last  got 
started,  and  Knowles,  their  speedy  wing,  crossed  the  line  for  the  tying  score. 
The  attempt  at  goal  failed  and  shortly  after  the  final  whistle  ended  the  play, 
which  had  been  carried  on  almost  entirely  by  the  forwards  during  the  latter 
part  of  the  game. 


A    Line-out    in    tl 


HtcU  13,  Cagsiuell  5 

On  the  morning  of  November  14,  for  the  third  and  last  time  of  the  season, 
Lick  met  Cogswell  in  what  proved  to  be  the  cleanest  and  fastest  game  of  the 
entire  S.  F.  A.  L.  The  game  was  a  genuine  "prep"  school  Rugby  contest, 
being  full  of  thrills,  fast,  and  exceptionally  clean.  There  was  no  time  out  for 
injuries  in  either  half,  and  the  result  was  Rugby  as  Rugby  was  intended  to 
be  played,  and  as  it  should  be  played — clean  and  fast.  The  first  half  ended 
with  no  score  on  either  side,  and  consequently  the  play  in  the  second  half 
was  faster.  The  play  changed  from  the  forwards  to  the  backs  during  this 
period,  and  Cogswell  scored  first  when  Hansen  scooped  the  ball  from  a  ruck 
and  plowed  over  the  line  for  a  try  which  was  converted,  giving  Cogswell  a 
lead  of  5  to  0. 

Following  on  top  of  this  came  the  Lick  backfield  with  a  passing  rush,  with 
Captain  Feldcamp  carrying  the  ball  for  thirty  yards  ending  in  a  try.  Ander- 
son converted  from  an  easy  angle  and  the  score  stood  even,  5  to  5. 
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From  the  kickoff  the  ball  was  returned  to  Cogswell's  thirty-five-yard  line. 

A  scrum  was  formed  and  another  backfield  rush  started.  The  ball  was  passed 
out  to  Buckley,  playing  wing,  who  planted  the  pigskin  directly  behind  the  goal 
posts.    Anderson  again  converted,  giving  us  the  lead,  10  to  5. 

Shortly  after  and  toward  the  end  of  play  a  free  kick  was  awarded,  and 
Anderson  dropped  the  ball  directly  between  the  posts  for  an  additional  three 
points,  making  the  final  score  of  13  to  5. 


Hick  0,  Hotoell  21 

Lick  triumphed  on  Wednesday,  November  18,  in  every  respect  but  on  the 
field.  The  "Tiger"  rooters  deserve  unlimited  praise  for  their  actions,  both 
before  and  during  the  game,  as  they  showed  an  amount  of  enthusiasm  and 
sportsmanship  which  no  high  school  could  surpass. 

Throughout  the  game  the  rooting  section  never  gave  up.  They  yelled 
as  a  unit,  to  the  last  minute  of  play,  and  showed  Lowell  an  example  of  a 
school  that  never  quits,  but  keeps  in  the  stands  and  yells  until  the  very  finish. 
The  Lick  rooters  surely  are  a  credit  to  their  alma  mater,  whether  winners 
or  losers. 

There  was  one  of  the  biggest  attendances  at  this  game  ever  known  in  the 
history  of  high  school  athletics  in  San  Francisco.  Of  the  game  itself,  there  is 
not  much  for  us  to  say.  Lowell  outplayed  us.  They  were  speedier  and  out- 
weighed us  twenty  pounds  to  the  man.  We  were  crippled  during  the  game 
by  several  accidents,  which  were  of  a  serious  nature.  This  was  the  one  un- 
favorable aspect  of  the  day,  and  every  game  marred  by  such  rough  tactics 
will  surely  put  the  game  of  Rugby  in  an  unfavorable  light. 

During  the  first  half,  Lowell  scored  five  times  by  backfield  rushes,  which 
Lick  could  not  stop.  In  the  second  half  it  was  gratifying  to  see  that  Lowell 
was  played  to  a  standstill  after  scoring  her  first  try.  It  fell  in  line  with  the 
team's  past  performances  that  they  were  stronger  at  the  finish  that  at  the  start. 

At  the  final  whistle  Lick  left  the  field  beaten  by  a  superior  team,  but  with 
the  realization  that  their  uphill  fight  of  this  year  was  a  credit  to  the  school 
for  which  they  had  fought. 

Thus  is  the  football  season  finished.  The  curtain  was  rung  down  by 
Captain  Feldcamp  and  next  year  will  see  it  rise  again,  this  time  under  Captain 
Buckley.  Let  every  member  of  the  Lick  student  body  get  behind  Buckley  and 
boost  next  year's  Rugby  learn.  Its  got  to  be  a  team  that  WILL  BEAT 
LOWELL!     Good  luck! 


aSasfeertall 


Now  that  the  football  season  has  been  very  successfully  ended,  the 
attention  of  the  students  will  naturally  turn  to  basketball.  The  team  this 
year  will  be  made  up  of  some  new  material  and  some  veterans.  Those  left 
from  last  year's  team  are  Madden,  Feldcamp  and  Captain  Green.  The  new 
material,  which  looks  very  promising,  is  Buckley,  Drady  and  Kaiser,  all  of 
whom  have  played  on  well-known  club  teams. 

This  season  Lick  has  put  a  new  team  into  the  field,  a  120-pound  team. 
The  team  has  practiced  very  earnestly,  and  so  far  this  season  has  won  the 
two  practice  games  which  it  has  played.  The  youngsters  defeated  the  Wil- 
merding  team  14  to  13,  and  also  the  Mission  team  by  the  score  of  28  to  12. 
Both  teams  send  an  earnest  request  to  the  student  body  for  their  support 
during  the  coming  season. 
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On  October  7th  the  swimming  inter-class  was  held  in  the  Y.  M.  C.  A. 
tank,  the  Senior  class  taking  first  honors  with  28  points,  and  the  Juniors 
second  with  26  points.  The  '18  class  was  third  with  13  points,  followed  by 
the  Sophs  with  10  points.  J.  Heynemann  starred  for  the  Seniors,  making  15 
points;    Lasky  was  the  other  star,  getting  15  points  for  the  Junior  class. 

In  the  first  S.  F.  A.  L.  swimming  meet  held  on  November  20th,  Lick 
took  fourth  place,  tying  with  Cogswell.  Lasky  and  Mead  were  the  Lick 
stars,  each  winning  his  block.  Lasky  placed  in  the  880  and  440  swims,  while 
Mead  placed  in  the  100-yard  dash.  Although  crippled  by  the  loss  of  many 
veterans,  our  showing  might  be  considered  good  and  our  outlook  for  the 
future  as  exceedingly  bright. 

Crack 

Track  is  a  second  best  at  this  time  of  the  year,  as  football  and  basketball 
take  the  lead.  We  see  some  fellows  who  are  out  to  make  good,  practicing 
at  this  early  date.  Now  is  the  time  for  all  those  who  are  interested  in  track 
to  get  out  and  train  for  spring  track  work,  especially  those  interested  in 
cross-country. 

Our  worthy  captain  has  been  held  from  practice  by  football,  but  they 
say  football  is  good  for  the  endurance  side  of  track.  We  hear  that  we  have 
one  who  trains  unbeknown  to  us  at  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  Spring  track  will  show 
who  he  is.  There  are  many  others  we  would  like  to  mention,  but  lack  of 
space  forbids.     We  shall  know  who  has  worked  hard  for  track  later  on. 


baseball 


In  the  coming  season  Lick  hopes  to  make  a  good  showing  in  the  national 
sport.  It  is  early  to  speak  of  individual  players,  but,  from  the  men  on  last 
year's  team  who  are  still  here,  we  claim  some  winners.  With  thorough 
training  and  good  hard  practice  from  all,  a  team  worth  talking  about  will 
result.     Get  behind  baseball  and  boost  it ! 


ack-St:   Ignatius  G 


A  Suggestion  by  Mr.  Abel  Sabalot. 
(A  Lux  Recipe — Kiss  Cake.) 

Ingredients:  One  armful  of  pretty  girl,  one  lovely  face  with  two  laugh- 
ing brown  or  blue  eyes,  two  rosy  cheeks,  and  two  lips  like  strawberries.  Two 
ounces  of  romance,  one-half  dozen  glances,  a  suggestion  of  yielding,  two 
strong  arms,  and  two  firm  lips. 

Blend  the  romance  with  two  ounces  of  hesitation  and  add  the  one-half 
dozen  glances  dissolved  in  the  suggestion  of  yielding.  With  a  circular  move- 
ment of  one  of  the  strong  arms  gather  up  the  armful  of  pretty  girl.  With 
the  other  strong  arm  aid  the  hand  in  holding  the  lovely  face  gently  but  firmly 
in  place.  Now  quickly  bring  the  firm  lips  into  contact  with  the  lips  like 
strawberries  and  press  silently.     Flavor  the  above  with  a  slight  scream  and 

set  aside  to  cool.  

Brown  Bottles. 

Miss  Denny:     "What  is  his  watry  bier?" 

Voice  from  rear:     "Schlitz." 


That  Universal  Car. 
Why  is  a  Ford  the  best  family  car? 
Because  it  has  a  hood  for  mother,  a  muffler  for  father,  and  a  rattle  for 

the  kids.  

Civic  Shark. 
Cramer:     "Any  river  that  flows  into  the  ocean  is  regulated  by  the  In- 
terstate Commerce  Commission." 


Tightwad. 
Paul  M. :     "I  would  like  to  propose  a  little  toast." 
Lillian  O. :     "Nothin'  doin',     I  want  a  regular  meal 


Solid  Ivory. 

If  we  could  buy  the  proud  "Scrubs," 
That  strut  about  our  halls, 

We'd  flood  the  world  with  piano-keys, 
Pool,  and  billiard  balls. 


Sabalot? 

Two  Luxites  were  discussing  a  certain  Senior. 

First  Luxite :     "Was  he  cool  when  the  burglar  came  in  the  window?" 

Second  Luxite:     "Cool?     He  was  so  cool,  his  teeth  chattered." 
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Squirrel  Food  by  A.  Nutt. 

If  Mr.  Merrill  and  Mr.  Hey  man  are  a    pair,  is  Max  A.  Plumb? 

If  Janssen  is  the  real  thing  is  Wickersham? 

If  Hills  can  draw  a  wagon  weighing  200  pounds,  how  much  can  "Yank" 
Hall? 

If  Hitzeroth  has  no  sense,  has  Sabalot? 

If  the   machinists  hammer,  does  the  Camera  Club? 

If  Parker  sleeps  out  of  doors,  does  Feldcamp? 

If  Knorp  can  draw,  can  he  make  Pen  Marks? 

If  a  Fox  ran  around  the  world  chasing  a  Kohlmoos,  would  Marks  be 
left   on   Al(t)land? 


Exit.     Here's  the  Steps. 

P.    Heyneman :     "Don't    you    think    that    the    Muscovite    Onslaught    is 
awful?" 

Miss  Olney  :    "I've  never  danced  it.     Can  you  show  me  the  steps?" — Ex. 


Mr.  Heyman's  conceptions  of  our  modern  dances: 
Hesitation  Waltz — Stork  walking  in  high  grass. 
Tango — Bowdegged  man  going  into  a  narrow  space. 

Preacher:     "Young  man,  I  can  see  good  in  all  things." 
Kid:     "Can  you  see  good  in  the  dark?" 


Hall  in  restaurant :  "Here,  waiter,  this  steak  is  like  leather,  and  the 
knife  is  as  dull  as  a  hoe." 

Waiter  (whom  we  know  as  Marks)  :  "Well,  strop  the  knife  on  the 
steak." 


P Frank — "Are  you  deaf  to  my  pleadings?" 

She — "I  am." 

P Frank — "But  what  if  I  were  to  offer  you  a  diamond  ring?" 

She — "Oh,  I'm  not  stone  deaf." — Examiner. 

Abel  Again! 

Miss-  D. :     "How  long  had  Milton  been  blind  when  he  wrote  this  sonnet, 
Mister  Sabalot?" 

"Honest  Abie"  :     cd  cd  cd. 


Correct. 

Lowellite :     "That  guy  Vuca   ?  —    ;    !  —  *  is  some  speed." 
Lickite :     "Yes,  we  can't  even  seem  to  catch  his  name." 


De(p)  Wit. 

Miss  Eppard :     "How  were  the  funds  raised  for  the  campaign?" 
De   Wit   Pfeaffle    (sleepily)  :     "In   incubators." 


You  Know  It! 


Mr.  Heyman  :     "What  is  the  Polar  Moment  of  Inertia?" 
Dynamite  Andy :     "It's  a  bear." 


THE    TIGER 


The 
Student's 

Christmas  Buying 


You  can  quickly  solve  that  ever  difficult  question,  "What 
shall  I  give?"  to  your  own  satisfaction  and  that  of  the 
happy  recipient  by  a  visit  to  our  Cutlery,  Hardware,  Sport- 
ing Goods  or  House  Furnishing  Departments.  Here  you 
will  find  hosts  of  practical  presents  for  permanent  use 
within  the  range  of  modest  pocket  books. 


For  Him 

Razors 

Shaving  Cups 
Razor  Strops 
Pocket  Knives 
Thermos  Bottles 
Carvers 
Game  Shears 
Playing  Card  Outfits 
Cork  Screws 
Auto  Gloves 
Fishing  Baskets 


For  Her 

Tennis  Racquets 
Pennants 
Scissor  Sets 
Manicure  Sets 
Percolators 
Chafing  Dishes 
Tea  Trays 
Crumb  Trays 
Electric  Irons 
Toast  Racks 
Casseroles 


Our  Merchandise  Orders  which  will  be  issued  in  any 
amounts  allow  the  recipient  to  make  his  or  her  own 
selection. 


Pacific    Hardware    &   Steel   Co, 


577-581   MARKET  STREET 
Phone  Sutter  6060 
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A  Good  Understanding. 

Miss  Eppard  :    "It's  the  strong  people  who  can  stand  on  their  own  feet, 
that  last  in  the  West. 

Voice  in  the  rear:     "No  wonder  Lund  is  still  here." 

Miss  D. :     "Buckley,  why  does  it  say  here  that  a  smile  crept  over  the 
heroine's  face?" 

Buck.:     "Because  if  it  went  any  faster,  it  would  kick  up  a  dust." 

"That,"  said  the  guide,  "is  the  negro  cemetery." 
•  "Ah,"  said  Parker,  "I  see;  a  kind  of  blackberry  patch." — Clipping. 

Marks  in  Senior  class  debate — "Mr.  Chairman,  Honorable  Judges,  Worthy 
Opponents,  and  Fellow  Inmates." 

If  you  were  the  Emperor  of  Austria  and  Hungary  for  war,  would  Ger- 
many Russia  troops  to  Serv-ia? — Bulletin. 

Simple  stude  put  shingle  out 
Proclaiming  him  M.  D. 
But  from  A.  M.  to  late  P.  M. 
His  office  was  M.  T.  — Ex. 
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"The   House    of   Courtesy" 


Get 

Your  Next 

Suit 

at 


Market  at  Stockton 
San  Francisco 


and  your 
Balmacaan 
[$15]  too. 

Also  your 
Raincoat 
for  $15. 


Caps  From 
$1. 
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II 
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HARDWOODS 

The  Largest  Stock  WEST  OF  CHICAGO 

WHITE   BROTHERS 

FIFTH  AND  BRANNAN  STREETS,  SAN  FRANCISCO 

1 

II 

■■■■■ ■            Bi 

II 

Phone  Sutter  3350     Phone  Sutter  3351 


Golden  West  Tours 

INCORPORATED 

"Personally  Conducted" 

We     Handle    All     Local    Sight-seeing 
Trips 

Seeing  San  Francisco  by  Auto,  $1.00. 
Key  Trolley  Trip.  $1.00. 
Mt.  Tamalpais,  $1.90. 
Ocean   Shore,  $1.00. 
Bay  Excursion,  $1.00. 
Party    rates    to    Schools,    Colleges, 
Churches,  etc. 


Golden  West  Tours,  Inc. 

854  Phelan  Building 


The  Cuts 

in    this    Publication 
Made  by 


S33H23I0BS!), 


DESIGNING  ^Sft£H|!Jt£fiSSy  ENGRAVING 
ILLUSTRATING      ^Wj^         PRINTING 

4-8    THIRD    STREET  ^""^   SAN   FRANCISCO.  CAL. 
PHONE-SUTTER    2693 


Low  Prices 
Prompt  Service 


WRIGHT    &    DITSON'S 

Baseball,  Tennis,  Track  and  Gymnasium  Goods 
are  the  best 

Headquarters  for  Baseball  Uniforms — General 
Athletic   Goods 

WRIGHT     &   DITSON 

359  MARKET  STREET  San  Francisco,  Cal. 
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SAMIS  H'S 


Decorating  to  Order 


Exclusive 
Hand  Painted 

CHINA 

LAMPS 

DINNERWARE 


A  Remembrance 


ol  School  Days 


CHRISTMAS     GIFTS 


WE     GIVE     SCRIP 


You  are  cordially  invited  to  visit  our 
Exhibit  in  the  Palace  oi  Varied  Industries. 
-Pacific    International    Exposition. 


230     STOCKTON     STREET,     SAN     FRANCISCO 
Opposite     Union    Square 


Why  are  the  members  of  the  second  year  class  like  two  dollars  belong- 
ing to  the  President  of  the  Senior  class? 
Because  they  are  Allsop(h)'s. 

Banfield — "Why  do  you  wish  to  feel  like  Asia?" 

Swede  Feldcamp — "Because  Turkey  is  in  the  middle  of  it." 

Plum — "I  feel  so  bad  today  I  think  I'll  go  to  a  rubber  dealer  and  get 
some  rubber." 

Wank — "What  on  earth  would  you  do  with  rubber?  That's  a  funny 
thing  to  get  when  you're  sick." 

Plum — "Well,  they  say  that  O'Sullivan's  Rubber  Heels." 

Mr.  Plumb — "I  advise  all  of  you  to  get  slide-rules.  Of  course  at  first 
you  will  make  a  few  slips." 


"  F  E  L  L  O  W  S 

t     f 

•     • 

f 

• 

99 

When  in  need  of  a  good  hat  call  and  look  at 

'FISHER'S" 

All  styles  $2.50  and  up  and  all  guaranteed 

FISHER     &    CO. 

EXCLUSIVE    HATTERS 

127    KEARNY    STREET 

San 

Francisco 
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We  Are  Now  Ready 


Our  Stocks  of 


HOLIDAY  GOODS 

are  here  and  are  complete  in  all  departments. 
NOW  is  the  best  time  to  make  selections 
( delivery  later )  while  stocks  are  at  their  best 
— you  also  avoid  crowds. 


Smoking  Coats 

Robes 

Dress  Vests 

Overcoats 

Tuxedos 

Furnishings 

Shoes 

Hats 

Caps 

Leather  Goods 

Sweaters 

Silk  Hose,  Etc. 

Merchan 

dise  Orders 

Hastings  Clothing  Company 


Post  Street  and  Grant  Avenue 
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The  Pacific  Gas  and  Electric  Co, 


WILL  BE  GLAD  AT  ANY  TIME  TO  HAVE 
THE  STUDENTS  OF  LICK  VISIT  ANY  OF 
THE    COMPANY'S    PLANTS    IN    SAN    FRANCISCO 


i 
i 


Electric   sub-station   "D,"   Bush  and  Larkin   Streets 


"PACIFIC    SERVICE"    IS    ALWAYS    "AT 
YOUR    SERVICE" 

Pacific  Gas  and  Electric  Company 

San  Francisco  District 


445  SUTTER  STREET 


San  Francisco 
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Grant   Ave.  at  Post   St. 

See  us  for 

USEFUL  XMAS  GIFTS 


"FOR    HER" 

Silk    Hosiery,    Sweater    Coats,    Italian 

Silk  Underwear,   Bathing  Suits, 

Pajamas 

"FOR    HIM" 

Knitted  Ties,  Socks,   Bath   Robes, 

Sweater  Coats,  Smoking 

Jackets 


"G&M" 

Merchandise  Orders 

Please  All 


DREW'S 
COACHING  SCHOOL 

Accredited  to  the  Universities 

West  Point  and  Annapolis  Tutor- 
ing. High  School  and  Grammar 
School  Courses  same  time. 

Individual  Tutoring  at  reason- 
able rates. 

Preparation    for    Teachers    and 
Civil  Service  Examinations. 
Continuous  Sessions. 

Day  and  Night  Classes 

J.  S.  DREW,  Ph.  B. 

Principal 
2068  Devisadero  St.,  San  Francisco 


"Woodacre"  Knorp :  "It's  simply  fine  to  wake  up  in  the  morning  and 
hear  the  leaves  whispering  outside  your  window." 

"City-life"  Janssen :  "It's  all  right  to  hear  the  leaves  whisper,  but  I 
never  could  stand  hearing  the  grass  mown." — Ex. 


Sabalot,  who  was  a  frugal  young  man,  started  to  move,  and  to  save  ex- 
penses moved  things  that  he  could  carry  after  dark.  Now,  this  trip  he  was 
staggering  under  the  weight  of  a  huge  grandfather's  clock.  A  man,  who 
was  making  his  way  down  the  street,  happened  to  see  him. 

"Say  old  man,"  he  called  out. 

Sabalot,  thinking  he  might  be  given  some  aid,  set  the  clock  down.  When 
the  other  caught  up  to  him  he  said : 

"Say,  why  don't  you  carry  a  watch?"  and  proceeded  on  his  way. 


583-85  Market  St. 


San  Francisco 


S03-SS_MABKErr  E 

SIGN    OF    SCAB1"* 


The  Most  Complete  Line  of 

ATHLETIC    AND    OUTING    GOODS 

Ever  displayed  on  the  Pacific  Coast 

Quality  and  Prices  have  made  our  House  Headquarters  for  the 

Sportsman  and  Athlete 
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The  Overall  Laundry  and 
Supply  Co. 

JOS.    T.    CAVANAUGH,    Proprietor 

Calls  made  every  Friday  at  4:30  p.  rti.  and  Deliveries 
made  Monday  at  8  :30  a.  m. 


BUTTONS   SEWED  ON  AND   MENDING  DONE 


Overalls,   \2l/2  cts.     Pattern  Makers'  Suits,   15  cts.     Jumpers,  12^  cts. 
Overalls  with  Bib,  12^  cts. 

1140   Harrison   Street,  near   Eighth 

Telephone  Market  143  San  Francisco 


A"SquareDeal" 


for  everybody  is 
the  "Spalding  Pol- 
icy." We  guaran- 
tee each  buyer  of 
an  article  bearing 
the  Spalding 
Trade  Mark  that 
such  article  will 
give  satisfaction 
and  a  reasonable 
amount  of  service. 


A.  G.  Spalding  &  Bros. 

Send  for  our  Catalogue 

156    GEARY    STREET 

San   Francisco  California 


White 
Labor 
Cones 


None  Genuine 
without 

W.    L.    C. 

On  Each  Cone 


Manufactured   by 

White   Labor  Cone   Co. 

50  SHOTWELL  STREET 
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TELEPHONE   PARK   s<ici  ESTABLISHED    INTO 

August    Jungblut   Company 

Manufacturers    of 

BILLIARD,  POCKET  TABLES 

AND    SUPPLIES 
833    FILLMORE    STREET 

SAN    FRANCISCO  CALIFORNIA 


Telephone,  Pacific  883 

WILLIAM  SPREEN 

Dealer  in 

Groceries,  Provisions,  Wines,  Liquors,  Etc. 

Gcods  Delivered  to  All  Parts  of  the  City  Free  of  Charge 
S.  E.  Cor.  CLEMENT  ST.  and  FIFTH  AVE. 


Phones:  Market  5776  Home  M  2766 

DEL  MONTE  CREAMERY 

M.  Dettling,  Proprietor 

PUREST  MILK   AND   CREAM   SUPPLIED 

386   UTAH    STREET,   near    17th  SAN    FRANCISCO 


The  Raymond  Coaching  School 

(Fifteenth  Year) 
A  School  for  Individual  Instruction — NO  CLASSES 

Preparation  for  College  Entrance  Examinations 
a   Specialty 

Twelve  Departmental  Teachers  of  Thorough  Training 

and  Extended  Experience 

Telephone  West  2751  2700  CALIFORNIA  STREET 

PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS.   PI, EASE  MENTION  "THE  TIGER." 


THE    TIGER 


2308  Jackson  St.          Phone  West  8668 

2305  Jackson  St.            Phone  West  986 

THE    DEN 

National    Ice    Cream 

Candies,    Lunches,    School    Supplies 
Magazines 

Sub.  P.  0.  No.  61.     Parcel  Post 

OSBORN  BAZAAR 

Home-Made  Ice  Cream,  Candies 

School   Supplies,  Magazines 
Hot  Lunches 

Try  us.     We  want  to  get  acquainted.     We  want  your  business 

PEAIRS 

Successor     to  Wingate  &  Jacobi 

S  A  T  O  R 
A  R  E  P  O 
TENET 
OPERA 
ROTAS 


El  Fordo. 

Bennie's  mother  found  the  youngster  fastening  bits  of  candle  to  the  backs 
of  the  geese. 

"What  on  earth  are  you  doing,  child?"  she  asked. 

"They've  got  honkers  in  front,"  said  Bennie.  "so  Em  fixing  them  up  with 
tail  lights." — Youngstown  Telegram. 


DO  YOU  WANT  TO  KNOW  ANYTHING  ABOUT 

MACHINERY 


Tools 

Lathes 
Planers 
Drill  Presses 
Bolt  Cutters 
Pipe  Machines 
Milling 

Machines 
Punches 
Shears 

Bending    Rolls 
Pneumatic 

Tools 
Drill 

Grinders 


If  so  write  us.     Data  Cheerfully  given. 

Boilers   and     I      Hoists  and      I    Mining 


Engines 


Pumps 


"DODGE 


Machinery 


» 


Transmission  Machinery  and  Supplies 

Harron,  Rickard  &  McCone 

139  TOWNSEND,  near  Second 
San  Francisco  Los  Angeles 


Saw  Mill  and 
Wood-Work- 
ing Machinery 

Molders 

Planers 

Floorers 

Shapers 

Band  Saws 

Boring 

Machines 
Swing  Saws 
Resaws 
Rip    Saws 
Edgers 
Mortisers 
Tenoners 
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WHITE    FRONT    MARKET 

Chas.   Scheufele,   Prop. 


Beef,  Mutton,  Pork,  Veal,  Sausages, 
Ham,  Bacon  and  Lard 


Phone  Park  2241 


1914    BRYANT    STREET 


S:ri  Francisco    C:l. 


Phonj 

Pacific 

932 

P. 

G. 

BAMBURY 

G 

roceries 

and     Delicac 

i  e  s 

Teas,  Coffees,  Wines,  Liquors 
and  Cigars 

2084 

HAYES 
San 

ST.,  Corner 
Francisco 

Cole 

Orders 
and 

Called  For 
Delivered 
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OUR 

Special  Sale 

Is  Now  On! 

$30.00  and  $35.00   Suits      AAA    £\f\ 
Reduced    to    $20.00  f|)^U*UU 

$25.00 

PANTS  $5.00 


$40.00  and  $45.00  Suits 
Reduced    to    $25.00 


Order  Your  Suit  Now  and  Save  Money 

Street  Railway  Uniforms  to  Order 

$20 


Neuhaus  &  Co. 

MERCHANT    TAILORS 
133  Kearny  Street,  Second  Floor  San  Francisco 

Tuesday  and  Saturday  open  until  10  p.  m. 
Phone  Kearny  5938 
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Munson  School  for  Private  Secretaries 

COMPLETE    BUSINESS    COURSE 

150    POST    STREET 
LUCILE  SMITH,  Principal  TELEPHONE  DOUGLAS  3571 


Tribulations  of  an  Editor. 

An  editor  up  in  the  northeastern  part  of  Nebraska  is  in  bad  on  account 
of  the  write-up  of  a  wedding-.  The  bridegroom  was  named  Gunn  and  his 
father  Abram  Gunn.  The  girl's  name  was  Smith.  The  editor  turned  in  the 
copy  to  the  office  boy  the  last  thing  before  going  to  press,  then  hurried  to 
the  train  to  be  gone  two  days.  When  the  paper  was  printed  the  article  was 
headed  "Gunn  Smith,"  and  went  on  to  say  that  the  bride  was  arrayed  in 
a  dress  of  "white  mule"  instead  of  white  mull,  and  she  carried  a  large  "nose." 
The  editor  wrote  that  the  bridegroom  was  a  well-liked  son  of  A.  Gunn,  and 
the  boy  set  it  up,  "The  bridegroom  is  a  wall-eyed  son  of  a  gun." 

The  editor  has  never  been  able  to  square  it  with  the  Gurms  and  Smiths. 
and  all  of  them  quit  taking  the  paper. 


F.  X.   SCHWARZENBEK,  Prop. 


The  Red  Cherry 


CONFECTIONERY 

1440  Polk  Street 


112  S.  Spring  Street, 

Los  Angeles 

EAGLESON    & 

Importers  and  Manufact 

717 

CO. 

urers 

K  Street 

Sacramento 

MEN'S 

AND  YOUNG  MEN'S 

FURNISHING 

GOODS  AND  SHIRTS 

Phone  Market  5417 

1118  Market  St 

,  opp.  Seventh 

San 

Francisco 
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Western  Pacific 

PAPP AS 

2001-2007  SIXTEENTH  STREET 

q  WE  CARRY  ONLY  the  BEST  OF  EVERYTHING 
q  NATIONAL  ICE  CREAM 
q  RAMONA  SWEETS 

q  WM.  ESSER  CANDIES 

q  WHITE  LABOR  CONES 

GROCERIES,  FRUITS  AND 
VEGETABLES 

FA 
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Fruit  Market 


BROTHERS 

PHONE  MARKET  6796 


q  SCHOOL  BOOKS  AND  SCHOOL  SUPPLIES 
q  EVERYTHING  FOR  THE  DRAUGHTSMAN 
q  DRAWING  INSTRUMENTS 
q  A  FULL  LINE  OF  DRAWING  PAPERS 


q  "LUNCHES  THAT  MELT  IN  YOUR  MOUTH' 


q  SANDWICHES : 

HAM,  CHEESE,  FIDOS,  AND  SARDINES 
"JUST  FOLLOW  THE  CROWD" 


DELIVERED  TO  ANY  PART 
OF  THE  CITY 
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THE  BLAIR-MURDOCK  CO. 

PRINTERS  AND  PUBLISHERS 

68  FREMONT  ST.,  SAN  FRANCISCO 

TELEPHONE     SUTTER     4646 


> 


ftW7 
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BRADLEY'S   "STANDARD"   WATER   COLORS 
DRAWING  INSTRUMENTS 

Drawing  Boards  and  Art  Materials  of 
all  kinds 

MILTON  BRADLEY  CO. 

575    MARKET    STREET 


Machine  Shop  Tools  and 
Supplies 

3RASS,    COPPER,    STEEL,   ETC. 


C.   W.    MARWEDEL 


76-SO  FIRST  ST.  San  Francisco 


Clarence  A.   Son 


Tel.  West  5663 


SON'S 

Sporting   Goods   Store 

Full  line  of 
Spalding  Athletic  Goods 

Guns,  Ammunition,  Fishing  Tackle, 
Football  Goods,  Tennis  Goods, 
Skates,  Hammocks,  Bathing  Suits, 
Cutlery,  Dog  Collars,  Baseballs, 
Gym.   Goods. 

College   Pennants 

Fishing    Licenses    Issued 

1726  Fillmore  Street 

Bet.  Post  &  Sutter         San   Franciscc 


JOHN  FINN,  President 


ROBERT  B.  FINN,  Secretary 


JOHN  FINN  METAL  WORKS 

BABBITT    METALS    AND    SOLDER 
GALVANIZING  AND  SHERARDIZING 

372  to  398  Second  Street  San  Francisco 

Telephone:  Kearny  533 
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Puckeff s  College  of  Dancing 

ASSEMBLY   HAL,!.,    126S    SUTTER    STREET 

Owing-  to  the  phenomenal   growth   of  the  Classes  at  Puckett's  College  of  Dancing 

and   the   great  demand   for  standardized  dances   it   has   become   absolutely   necessary, 

for    the    pleasure    and    comfort    of    the    students,    to    devote   an    additional    evening   to 

Classes   and   Socials. 

It   is   with   pleasure,    therefore,    I   announce   that   every   Thursday  Evening   will    be 

set  aside  for  Sj 

jecial   Class   Instruction   and   Socials   in   addition   to  Wednesdays. 

Beginners' 
Class,  Mon- 
days. 

■j&L         T 

Class   and 
Socials, 
Wednesdays 
and  Thurs- 
days. 

Assemblies, 
Fridays. 

Very 
respectfully, 

4?v  > 

i  ^0&m 

GEO.    R. 
PUCKETT 

For    Private 
Lessons 

CLASS  NIGHT  inPucto 

Us  College  of  Dancing 

Franklin  IIS 

Physics. 

Mr.   Plumb:     "Fox,  you  have  a  hazy  notion  of  a  ghost  of  an  idea. 


THE    SCHOOL    OF    EFFICIENCY 

Dudley  Business  College 

You  can't  afford  to  go  to  business  before 
you  train  for  it.  You  will  always  be  at  a  great 
disadvantage  without  a  knowledge  of  book- 
keeping, shorthand,  commercial  paper,  and 
many  other  practical  subjects.  Your  progress, 
if  you  made  any,  would  be  so  slow  as  to  be 
discouraging. 

We  not  only  teach  those  subjects,  but  we 
teach  BUSINESS  EFFICIENCY,  and  it  in- 
cludes Business  Building,  Man  Building,  Sales- 
manship, and  Advertising.  This  develops  50 
to  75  per  cent  men  into  75  to  100  per  cent  men. 
This  is  worth  more  than  the  cost  of  the  entire 
course,  but  costs  nothing  extra. 

Come  in  and  let  us  talk  it  over. 


A.  W.  DUDLEY,   President 

Expert  Accountant 

Author 

Practical    Banking,    Modem 

Commercial   Bookkeeping 

Tel.  Market  4291 


Dudley  Business  College 

MISSION    BANK    BUILDING 

Sixteenth  Street,  near  Valencia 
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Cap  Co. 

5    Of 

and  CAPS 


San  Francisco 


Library 

Lick-Wilmerding  High  School 

755  Ocean  Avenue 

San  Francisco,  CA  94112 


ORDER  YOUR  CHRISTMAS  CANDIES 

AT 

THE  GREEN  PARROT 

CANDY    STORE 

We  Ship  Our  Candies  Anywhere 

1719-1721  FILLMORE  ST.  Between  Post  and  Sutter  Sts. 

Phone  West  9323 


The  Man  on  the  Line  Wears  a 
MEDFORD 

This  coat  is  adapted  to  all  sorts  of  weather:  A  DRESS;  A  RAIN; 
A  COLD  WEATHER  COAT.  The  nicety  of  the  tailoring  of  its 
convertible  collar  you'll  find  makes  a  perfect  coat  for  the  out-door  sport. 
SEE  THIS  COAT. 

Suits  and  Overcoats 
$12.50  to  $30.00 

THE  JUVENILE 

STYLE  ORIGINATORS  TO  COLLEGE  FELLOWS 

130  Grant  Ave.,  San  Francisco 

Wearable  of  all  sort  to  your  Dress  Finish  is  Here: — Head- wear,  Shirtings, 
Underdress,  Tieings,  for  Christmas. 

Tell  us  you  are  from  Lick  when  you  come  in.    We  like  it. 


